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A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
—Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 
"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"Surely  the  Lord  has  inspired  this  foundation 
.  .  .  The  prospect  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service' 
comes  as  a  ray  of  light  and  a  beam  of  hope." 

Timothy  Casey, 
Archbishop  of  Vancouver. 

"Happy  was  the  inspiration  that  led  to  the 
foundation  of  the  new  Sisterhood  of  the  'Sisters  of 
Service,'  whose  specific  work  will  be  the  most 
abandoned  souls,  particularly  throughout  our 
Western  Provinces." 

►J*  O.  E.  Mathieu, 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only- 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

Alfred  A.  Sixxott, 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 

J.  T.  McXally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them   at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

"The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
— Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  <?,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   IF.  Beatty,   Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Raihvay. 
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"May  Christmas  bring  you  Jesus. 
And  with  Jesus  —  everything." 

The  Magi  of  old  followed  the  Star,  and  it  brought  them  to 
Jesus. 

To  you,  our  friends  and  benefactors,  we  wish  all  the  joys 
of  Christmas,  but  above  everything  else,  we  hope  and  pray  that 
this  Happy  Feast  will  bring  you — Jesus. 

If  Christmas  brings  you  Jesus,  it  will  bring  you  joy,  for  is 
He  not  the  Source  of  all  true  joy?  It  will  bring  you  peace,  for  is 
He  not  the  Prince  of  Peace?  Best  of  all,  it  will  bring  you  love, 
for  is  He  not  Love  Itself? 

So,  from  the  depths  of  hearts  sincerely  grateful  for  your 
generous  support  throughout  the  year,  we  reiterate  our  wish  that 
the  joyful  Feast  of  Christmas  may  bring  to  each  and  every  one 
of  you,  Jesus,  and,  with  Jesus, — everything. 


A 


THINGS  ARE  WORTH  WHAT  THEY  COST  US. 
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A  GOOD  INVESTMENT 


THE  present  collapse  of  the  financial  world 
has  revealed  the  uncertainty  and  unsound- 
ness of  many  gilt-edged  investments.  The 
losses  in  the  bond  and  stock  market  have  been 
tremendous.  Securities  on  which  the  most  astute 
financiers  had  banked  their  fortune  have  been 
swept  away  with  the  receding  tide  of  prosperity, 
and  are  now  not  worth  the  very  paper  of  the  cer- 
tificates which  guaranteed  them.  This  means  for 
many  the  loss  of  their  life  earnings  —  the  vision 
of  security  and  comfort  for  the  evening  of  life 
has  vanished. 

We  are  not  in  the  bond  or  stock  brokerage 
business.  Our  business  is  to  extend  the  Kingdom 
of  God  on  earth  —  the  only  Kingdom  that  never 
changes  nor  fails.  Like  the  Child  Jesus  in  the 
Temple,  we  always  wish  to  be  able  to  say  that 
"our  business  is  that  of  Our  Heavenly  Father." 

Our  benefactors  throughout  Canada  are  all 
members  of  our  firm.  By  investing  some  of  their 
earnings  in  our  missionary  endeavour  their  life 
becomes  wedded  to  the  Church's  greatest  work. 
Banks  may  fail;  companies  may  go  into  liquida- 
tion or  default  on  the  payment  of  their  bonds  .  . 
but  the  Church  goes  on. 


TO  THE  REDEMPTORIST  FATHERS. 


A  BI-CENTENARY  TRIBUTE. 

Zealous  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus, 

Labouring  with  no  thought  of  rest, 

That  the  fruits  of  Christ's  dear  Passion 
May  bring  peace  to  troubled  breast. 

Prayerful  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus, 

Living  ever  in  God's  sight, 
Saving  by  your  strong  petitions, 

Souls  who  grope  in  sin's  dark  night. 

Humble  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus, 
Thinking  naught  of  earthly  fame, 

All  your  labours  offering  solely 
For  the  honour  of  God'®  Name. 

Generous  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus, 
Giving  all — reserving  naught — 

For  your  guerdon  asking  only 
Souls  by  snare  of  Satan  caught. 

Christ-like  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus>, 
Vowed  to  seek  and  save  the  lost; 

Bringing  God's  dear  Love  and  Mercy 
To  the  weak  and  tempest-tossed. 

Glorious  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus, 
Marching  boldly  down  the  years, 

Facing  odds  with  cheerful  courage, 
Conquering  doubts,  despising  fears. 

All  ye  Sons  of  St.  Alphonsus, 
Past  and  present,  yet  to  be; 

From  our  hearts  we  bring  you  greeting, 
On  this  Day  of  Jubilee.  SOS 


Life  manifests  itself  by  growth.  The  Church, 
a  spiritual  living  organism,  grows  and  expands 
through  her  missionary  work  in  the  field  at  home 
and  afar.  To  wed  one's  life  to  her  missionary 
efforts  is  to  wed  it  to  her  corporate  life.  And 
as  our  money  represents  the  earnings  and  rewards 
of  life's  activities,  the  contributions  we  make  to 
the  Church  become  in  reality  a  part  of  the 
Church's  life.  Through  them  Ave  enter,  as  it  were, 
into  the  very  work  of  the  Church.  "We  become 
the  partners  of  God  in  the  greatest  business  on 
the  earth  —  the  saving  of  mankind  through  the 
Redemption  of  the  Saviour. 

And  when  life  has  run  its  course,  when  the 
shades  of  evening  are  gathering,  when  we  pass 
beyond  that  mysterious  boundary  that  separates 
time  from  eternity,  to  leave  some  of  our  income 
to  a  missionary  purpose  is  to  continue  life  after 
death.  What  we  leave  will  work  after  we  have 
gone  to  our  reward  —  our  life  remains  a  part  of 
the  Church's  life  here  below.  Nothing  gives  to 
the  soul  a  greater  assurance  of  eternal  life  here- 
after. Does  it  not.  indeed,  prove  our  interests 
are  not  wedded  to  this  transitory  life,  and  its 
wealth  and  pleasures?  By  consecrating  to  God 
and  to  His  Church  something  of  what  we  gather- 
ed along  the  road  of  life,  or  of  what  has  been 
left  to  us  by  kind  friends  and  thoughtful  rela- 
tives, we  make  open  profession  of  our  faith  and 
of  its  eternal  value.  Happy  the  will  in  which 
the  Church  has  not  been  forgotten. 

Although  only  a  young  Institute  in  the  Church 
of  God,  the  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  remem- 
bered by  many  in  their  last  will.  Through  their 
benefactions  we  have  been  able  to  carry  on.  and 
to  extend  our  work  considerably.  To  those  dead 
we  are  most  grateful,  and  our  prayers  go  up  each 
day  for  the  repose  of  their  souls.  From  the  living, 
we  ask  that  they  invest  something  of  this  transi- 
tory life  in  the  life  of  Mother  Church  for  whom 
the  Sisters  are  toiling  and  working  without  any 
earthly  reward.  No  better  investment  could  be 
made.  It  has  the  security  of  God's  Church  and 
yields  a  hundred-fold  for  this  life  and  the  life  to 
come.  So  we  ask  our  friends  to  remember  in 
their  last  will  the  missionary  work  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service.  When  the  sands  are  running  low  in 
the  hour  glass  of  life,  their  soul  will  be  comforted 
by  the  thought  that  what  they  leave  will  continue 
after  death  to  work  for  their  spiritual  benefit 
and  the  welfare  of  the  Church. 


MISSIONARY  INVESTMENTS  PRODUCE  HEAVENLY  DIVIDENDS. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


HISTORY   REPEATS  ITSELF. 

"It  is  a  gloomy  moment  in  his- 
tory. Not  for  many  years — not  in 
the  lifetime  of  most  men  who  read 
this  paper — has  there  been  so 
much  grave  and  deep  apprehen- 
sion; never  has  the  future  seemed 
so  incalculable  as  at  this  time.  In 
our  own  country  there  is  a  univer- 
sal commercial  prostration  and 
panic,  and  thousands  of  our  poor- 
est fellow-citizens  are  turned  out 
against  the  approaching  winter 
without  employment,  and  without 
the  prospect  of  it.  In  France  the 
political  caldron  seethes  and  bub- 
bles with  uncertainty;  Russia 
hangs,  as  usual,  like  a  cloud,  dark 
and  silent,  upon  the  horizon  of 
Europe;  while  all  the  energies,  re- 
sources and  influences  of  the  British 
Empire  are  sorely  tried,  and  are 
yet  to  be  tried  more  sorely,  in  cop- 
ing with  the  vast  and  deadly  In- 
dian insurrection,  and  with  its  dis- 
turbed relations  in  China. 

"It  is  a  solemn  moment,  and  no 
man  can  feel  an  indifference — 
which,  happily,  no  man  pretends  to 
feel — in  the  issue  of  events. 

"Of  our  own  troubles  no  man 
can  see  the  end.  They  are,  fortun- 
ately, as  yet  mainly  commercial; 
and  if  we  are  only  to  lose  money, 
and  by  painful  poverty  to  be  taught 
wisdom — the  wisdom  of  honor,  of 
faith,  of  sympathy,  and  of  charity 
— no  man  need  seriously  to  despair. 
And  yet  the  very  haste  to  be  rich, 
which  is  the  occasion  of  this  wide- 
spread calamity,  has  also  tended  to 
destroy  the  moral  forces  with 
which  we  are  to  resist  and  subdue 
the  calamity." 

This  is  a  wonderful  description 
of  "our  present  times" — yet  this 
quotation  is  from  "Harper's  Week- 
ly" of  October  10,  1857.  How  his- 
tory repeats  itself! 

*     *  * 

ADOPT  THE  CHRIST  CHILD 

Widows,  orphans,  missions,  the 
Church,  receive  little  or  nothing 
from  many  persons  on  Christmas, 
while  extravagant  presents  go  to 
those  who  need  them  least.  Why 
not  make  the  little  Christ  Child  a 
member  of  our  household  by  giving 
His  poor  at  least  an  equal  share,  if 
not  more,  in  our  distribution  of 
Christmas  gifts?  He  has  told  us 
in  His  own  words  that  what  we  do 
to  the  least  of  His  brethren  we  do 
to  Him. 


THE  TRUE  WORTH  OF  A  SMILE. 

Nothing  on  earth  can  smile  but 
man.  Gems  may  flash  reflected 
light,  but  what  is  a  diamond  flash 
compared  to  an  eye  flash  and  a 
mirth  flash?  Flowers  cannot 
smile;  this  is  a  charm  that  even 
they  cannot  claim.  It  is  the  pre- 
rogative of  man;  it  is  the  colour 
which  love  wears;  and  cheerfulness 
and  joy — these  three.  It  is  the 
light  in  the  windows  of  the  face  by 
which  the  heart  signifies  it  is  at 
home,  waiting.  A  face  that  cannot 
smile  is  like  a  bud  that  cannot 
blossom,  and  dries  up  on  the  stalk. 
Laughter  is  day,  and  sobriety  is 
night,  and  smile  is  the  twilight  that 
hovers  gently  between  both — more 
bewitching  than  either. — Henry 
Ward  Beecher. 

*  *  » 

SURPRISINGLY  FRANK 
ADMISSION. 

"English  Church  history  shows 
that,  while  the  Church  of  England, 
for  the  first  thousand  years,  was  a 
true  and  willing  daughter  of  Rome, 
she  was  free,  she  functioned,  and 
she  prevailed.  Since  she  was  vio- 
lently severed  and  made  into  a 
State  Church,  the  wheels  of  her 
chariot  have  driven  heavily  indeed: 
at  the  present  day  she  shows  most 
disquieting  signs  of  weakening  all 
along  the  line.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  Holy  Roman  Church  is  here,  by 
God's  providence,  in  the  world,  and 
in  these  islands  vigorous,  progress- 
ing, unified." 

These  words,  natural  enougfi 
from  the  lips  of  a  Catholic  apolo- 
gist, are  surprisingly  frank  from  an 
Anglican  clergyman.  They  were 
uttered  by  the  Rev.  G.  P.  Crook- 
enden,  Anglican  Vicar  of  Markham 
Clinton,  England,  who  in  a  public 
address  pleaded  that  for  the  Church 
of  England  re-union  with  Rome  was 
"our  true  destiny,  our  safeguard, 
and  the  hope  of  our  continuance." 

*  *  * 

A  CHANCE  TO  BE  GENEROUS. 

At  our  Catechetical  House  in  Ed- 
monton a  set  of  the  Catholic  En- 
cyclopaedia would  be  a  most  accept- 
able Christmas  or  New  Year's  gift. 
The  Sisters  there  are  besieged  with 
questions  of  all  kinds.  The  Catho- 
lic Encyclopaedia  would  be  of  in- 
valuable assistance  in  solving  their 
problems. 


RELIGIOUS  EVOLUTION. 

In  an  article  appearing  in  "The 
Month"  (England),  entitled  "New 
Forms  of  Religious  Life,"  Father 
C.  C.  Martindale,  S.J.,  describes 
clearly  and  interestingly  the  gra- 
dual change  in  religious  organiza- 
tions to  meet  the  varying  needs  of 
different,  centuries.  First  he  draws 
our  attention  to  the  early  days 
when  hermits  found  it  necessary 
to  withdraw  entirely  from  the  de- 
cadent world;  then  to  the  monks, 
living  an  orderly  life  in  community 
and  lastly  to  the  "active"  orders, 
led  by  St.  Francis  and  St.  Dominic. 

Speaking  of  the  further  evolu- 
tion of  religious  life  as  represented 
by  the  numerous  communities  now 
engaged  in  social  service  work,  Fa- 
ther Martindale  makes  the  follow- 
ing thought-provoking  statement: 
"It  is  not,  then,  difficult  to  perceive 
that  the  line  of  advance  is  by  way 
of  'elimination  of  restrictions'; 
which  implies  an  even  greater  're- 
liability of  character'  (the  quotes 
are  his).  For  if  it  was  easier  to 
"be  good"  in  a  Benedictine  cloister 
than  as  a  Franciscan;  and  as  a 
Friar  than  as  an  early  Jesuit;  so  it 
will  be  harder  to  be  truly  superna- 
tural in  the  new  sort  of  religious 
life  than  behind  grilles,  under 
veils,  etc." 

In  a  list  of  "modern  religious 
communities"  who  were  represent- 
ed at  the  Salzburg  reunion,  Father 
Martindale  includes  our  own  Insti- 
tute as  follows:  "From  Canada  .  . 
one  of  which  was  that  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service,  invaluable  for  our 
emigrants." 

Quoting  from  the  inaugural  ad- 
dress of  the  Prince-Archbishop  of 
Salzburg,  we  are  informed  that 
this  primate  asserted  most  empha- 
tically that  the  new  conditions  of 
our  new  era  brought  with  them 
new  tasks  and  new  sorts  of  work 
to  be  done,  and  demanded  new 
methods.  He  was  the  first  to 
quote  St.  Paul's  dictum  that  we 
must  be  "all  things  to  all  men." 
He  insisted  that  to-day  no  one 
could  sit  at  home,  expecting  people 
to  seek  him  there.  Souls  had  to 
be  sought;  the  sheep,  entangled  in 
the  thorn-bush,  had  to  be  found  in 
those  thorns,  extricated,  and  car- 
ried to  the  fold  .  .  .  Perhaps  one 
only  element  must  be  at  all  costs 
retained — the  Spirit  of  Christ  and 
the  Love  of  Souls,  the  more  so  as 
the  modern  task  is  harder  than  the 
old  one,  and  the  attendant  dangers 
greater. 

The  entire  article,  from  which 
we  have  taken  only  a  few  extracts, 
is  extremely  interesting  and  en- 
lightening. We  consider  it  well 
worth  reading,  especially  by  those 
who  are  in  any  way  concerned  with 
present-day  forms  of  religious  life. 


BE  CHARITABLE  BEFORE  WEALTH  MAKES  YOU  COVETOUS. 
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HEADQUARTERS 


NEW  YEAR  GREETINGS — 1933. 

All  greetings  our- hearts  would  utter 
Of  thanks  sincere  and  true, 

Are  in  this  New  Year  greeting: 
May  Christ  be  e'er  with  you! 

His  Grace  so  strong  and  powerful, 
All  gifts  to  you  impart; 

His  love  so  sweet  and  tender, 
Inflame  your  inmost  heart. 

His  Hand  with  care  paternal, 
Your  ways  this  New  Year  guide; 

His  Gifts  of  price  eternal, 
Within  your  soul  abide. 


FROM  THE  WEST. 

Sister  H.  La  Mothe  arrived 
from  Edson  in  September  and  is 
now  settled  into  work  at  the  To- 
ronto Hostel. 

Sister  Church  is  home  again,  af- 
ter five  years  on  the  Western  mis- 
sions. During  the  summer  months 
Sister  toured  British  Columbia  in 
our  motor  van,  St.  George,  teach- 
ing catechism  to  the  children  in 
several  towns  and  villages.  After 
listening  to  Sister's  thrilling  stories 
of  adventure  in  driving  over  moun- 
tains, across  perilous  bridges,  etc., 
we  are  all  fired  with  ambition  to 
become  van  drivers. 


FEAST  DAYS 


Feast  of  St.  Teresa. 
October  15th,  the  Feast  of  St. 
Teresa  of  Avila,  one  of  the  patrons 
of  our  Community,  was  the  occa- 
sion of  a  happy  festal  celebration  at 
the  Mother  House.  The  Feast  Day 
Mass  was  offered  by  the  Rev.  J.  H. 
Fitzgerald,  and  at  the  conclusion 
of  the  Holy  Sacrifice,  renewal  of 
vows  was  made  by  Sister  Hermine 
La  Mothe,  and  Sister  Patricia  Wil- 
liams. On  the  missions  renewal  of 
vows  was  made  by  Sister  Gertrude 
Walsh  (Edmonton),  Sister  Mary 
Quinn  (Vilna),  and  Sister  Agnes 
Hearn  (Halifax). 

*  *  * 

All  Saints. 

On  the  Feast  of  All  Saints  the 
chapel  of  the  Mother  House  was 
the  scene  of  a  simple  but  touching 
little  ceremony,  when  one  of  our 
hostel  girls,  recently  converted  and 
instructed  in  the  Faith  by  the  Sis- 
ters, received  her  First  Commun- 
ion. *     *  * 

Immaculate  Concept  ion. 

This  lovely  Feast  of  Our  Lady 
was  fittingly  celebrated  both  at 
home  and  on  the  missions.  The 
following  Sisters  renewed  their 
vows:  Sister  Eva  Chartrand  (Van- 
couver), Sister  Mary  Mitton  (Ed- 
monton), Sister  Mary  Ann  Paradis 
(Vilna),  a>nd  Sister  Lidwina  Firr- 
man  (Camp  Morton). 

*  *  * 

RETREAT  FOR  HOSTEL  GIRLS. 

The  annual  three-day  Retreat 
for  the  hostel  girls  was  held  in  the 
Mother  House  chapel.  This  Re- 
treat, which  was  conducted  by  the 
Rev.  Father  Fleming,  C.SS.R.,  was 
opened  on  Wednesday  evening, 
Nov.  23rd.  The  exercises  were 
well  attended,  appropriate  music 
being  rendered  by  the  hostel  choir. 


NOVITIATE  NEWS. 

A  beautiful  silver  chalice,  the 
gift  of  Mr.  Lewis  Monahan,  K.C., 
of  Toronto,  is  now  being  used  for 
the  celebration  of  Mass  in  the  No- 
vitiate. This  chalice  was  originally 
owned  by  Mr.  Monahan's  great- 
aunt,  Mrs.  Josephine  Kennedy,  and 
used  in  her  Oratory  in  Castletown 
Castle,  Ireland.  Mrs.  Kennedy  was 
received  into  the  Catholic  Church 
in  Rome.  On  her  return  to  Ireland 
she  had  the  Oratory  built  and  re- 
ceived special  permission  from  the 
Pope  to  have  Mass  said  therein 
during  her  lifetime.  We  are  indeed 
grateful  to  Mr.  Monahan  for  a  gift 
so  valuable,  not  only  for  its  intrin- 
sic worth,  but  also  for  its  interest- 
ing associations. 

On  October  17th  a  Requiem  Mass 
was  sung  in  the  Novitiate  chapel 
for  Mr.  Charles  Regan,  who  died 
on  October  10th.  Mr.  Regan  was 
a  brother  of  our  Sister  General, 
Sister  Florence  Regan.  The  Mass 
was  chanted  by  the  Rev.  Father 
Nealon,  the  novices  and  postulants 
forming  the  choir. 

A  Novitiate  Study  Club  has 
been  formed  with  the  object  of  en- 
couraging a  deeper  interest  in  our 
missions  both  at  home  and  abroad 
and  acquiring  a  wider  knowledge 
of  Church  history  and  doctrine.  The 
Club  meets  every  Friday  even- 
ing, and  two  members  are  invited 
to  give  addresses  on  each  Club 
evening,  their  addresses  dealing 
with  one  of  the  following  subjects; 
Home  or  Foreign  Missions,  History 
of  the  Church  in  Canada,  Church 
Doctrine,  Catholic  Authors.  At  the 
conclusion  of  the  addresses  there 
is  an  open  discussion  of  the  facts 
presented  by  the  speakers.  The 
Study  Club  is  very  popular  and  is 
proving  to  be  as  much  a  source 
of  enjoyment  as  of  instruction. 


HOW  MUCH  HAVE  YOU  INVESTED  IN  OUR  GREAT  HOME  MISSION  FIELD? 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


In  the  Home-Mission  Field 


CHRISTMAS  ON  THE  MISSIONS 


IX  THE  HOSPITAL. 

HRISTMAS  EVE  is  busy 
everywhere,  and  especially 
so  in  a  hospital,  for  in  addi- 
tion to  the  usual  care  be- 
stowed on  the  patients,  all 
the  wards  must  be  adorned 
(with  Christmas  decorations. 
'This  is  a  labour  of  love  and 
the  Sisters  are  amply  repaid 
for  their  time  and  trouble 
by  the  happy  smiles'  on  the 
faces  of  the  poor  invalids. 
Christmas  bells,  holly  and  mistletoe  do  have  a  cheer- 
ing effect,  even  on  the  most  downcast,  for  there  are 
few  persons  in  whose  hearts  Christmas  does  not 
awaken  happy  memories. 

All  are  reminded  to  hang  up  their  stockings,  for 
Santa  will  surely  not  miss  the  hospital  in  his  rounds. 
So  stockings,  large  and  small,  black  and  coloured,  ac- 
cording to  the  size  and  taste  of  the  patient,  are  tied 
securely  to  the  foot  of  each  bed.  Then  lights  out  foi 
the  patients — but  not  for  the  Sisters. 

The  office  now  becomes  a  scene  of  bustling  activ- 
ity as  parcels  of  all  shapes  and  variety  are  made  as 
attractive  as  possible  for  the  sleeping  patients.  When 
all  is  finished  one  of  the  Sisters  creeps'  into  the  wards 
and  plays  Santa  Claus  as  silently  as  possible. 

Then  comes  the  joy  of  arranging  the  Crib  in  the 
chapel,  and  Sister  has  a  chance  to  exercise  much  in- 
genuity in'  transforming  some  old  grey  paper  into  the 
semblance  of  a  cave-like  rock. 

At  11.30  preparations  are  complete  and  the  Sis- 
ters, tired  of  feet,  but  happy  of  heart,  set  out  for 
Midnight  Mass  to  greet  the  Divine  Infant  at  the 
dawning  of  His  birthday. 

A  special  Christmas  dinner  is  provided  for  the 
patients,  and  on  the  trays  dainty  candy  baskets  and 
holy  cards  supply  the  requisite  Christmas  touch. 

In  the  afternoon  as  many  Sisters  as  can  b  spared 
play  Santa  Claus  in  the  village,  distributing  Christmas 
cheer  in  the  shape  of  toys  for  the  children;  clothing 
and  baskets  of  food  for  the  parents. 

Evening  comes,  and  as  the  curtains  of  night  roll 
down  on  the  joyous  Feast  of  Love,  the  Sisters  gather 
in  the  wards  and  sing  for  the  patients  their  favour- 
ite Christmas  carols.     Then  Goodnight! 

Sister  LaMothe,  SO.S. 


IN  THE  SCHOOL. 

ALWAYS  we  dread  it  and  always  we  have  it — 
the  Christmas  Concert  in  the  schools.  Though 
we  may  state  most  emphatically  in  September 
and  October  that  we  really  have  not  the  time  and  (let 
us  whisper  it)  the  patience,  to  begin  another  concert 
this  year,  yet  November  finds  us  in  the  throes  of  pre- 
parations— not  one  whit  less  nerve-wracking,  nor  one 
whit  less  important  (so  we  think)  than  the  prepara- 
tions made  by  great  producers  for  their  artistic  pro- 
ductions (so-called). 

So  one  bright  morning  in  November  the  teacher, 
with  much  deliberation,  gravely  takes  her  position 
at  the  desk  and  slowly  inspects  the  class.  The  class, 
sensing  something  unusual  in  the  atmosphere,  look 
interested.  Then  the  teacher  speaks:  "How  many 
would  like  to  have  a  Christmas  Concert  this  year?" 
Would  they?  Thirty-four  voices  in  vigorous  tones 
announce  the  fact  most  emphatically  and  energetic- 
ally. 

The  next  few  minutes  are  spent  in  getting  the  class 
back  to  order,  for  having  been  invited  to  take  part  in 
a  play,  the  would-be  actors  and  actresses  think  it  ne- 
cessary to  declare  what  character  they  wish  to  por- 
tray. For  some  reason  the  boys  all  want  to  be  the 
three  kings  (evidently  the  role  of  being  one  king 
is  not  quite  heavy  enough)  and  the  girls,  believing 
the  age  of  miracles  has  not  yet  passed,  are  equally 
pressing  in  their  requests  to  be  angels. 

When  order  finally  is  obtained,  the  ultimatum  is 
given  that  a  concert  will  take  place  only  if  the  mem- 
bers of  the  class  work  extra  hard  during  the  ensuing 
weeks.  A  vociferous  assent  being  given  to  this  de- 
mand, the  teacher  optimistically  assumes  a  task  which 
she  will  bear  with  sighs  and  groans  in  the  days  to 
come. 

The  work  of  choosing  the  cast  being  completed, 
the  production  gets  under  way.  By  means  of  threat- 
ening, appealing,  coaxing  and  cajoling,  thirty-four 
young  harum-scarums  are  turned  into  cherubim  and 
seraphim,  Magi  and  shepherds. 

And  then,  the  day  for  which  they'd  "long  been 
sighing"  breaks  upon  the  world — a  Christmas  as  if 
made  to  order.  On  that  one  day  of  all  the  year  the 
children  get  to  school  before  the  fire  is  lit  or  the 
door  unlocked.  Do  they  mind  the  cold?  Not  they. 
Out  in  the  road  they  stand,  gazing  down  the  east 
trail  to  see  if  teacher  is  coming,  for  with  her  will 
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come  bundles  and  bundles  of  "things."  Will  she 
ever  come?  What  tragic  feelings  there  would  be  in 
those  little  hearts  if  she  failed  them!  A  shout  goes 
up;  far,  far  in  the  distance  the  red  cutter  can  be 
seen,  and  they  know  that  all  is  well.  The  older  ones 
manage  by  various  means  to  get  the  younger  ones 
behind  the  school,  so  that  they  will  not  see  all  the 
interesting  parcels  that  go  in  the  front  door. 

All  morning  the  preparations  for  the  afternoon 
programme  go  on  with  much  ado.  The  children  are 
given  minute  instructions  regarding  their  conduct 
and  make  elaborate  promises  which  are  promptly  for- 
gotten. 

When  the  guests  arrive,  teacher  goes  to  meet  them, 
trusting  that  peace  and  harmony  will  reign  behind 
the  scenes.  For  a  while  all  goes  well.  Then  the  sud- 
den appearance  on  the  stage  of  a  youngster,  appar- 
ently being  catapulted  there  against  his  will,  causes 
her  to  retire  back  stage  rather  hastily. 

Nothing  very  much  is  wrong  except  that  an  angel 
and  a  king  have  only  three  stockings  between  them 
and  believing  that  possession  is  nine  points  of  the 
law,  are  in  powerful  encounter,  as  neither  one  intends 
to  go  on  the  stage  bare-footed;  and  the  make-up 
man,  in  addition  to  blackening  the  face  of  Melchior, 
has  also  taken  upon  himself  to  blacken  two  of  the 
little  boys  who  are  supposed  to  be  white. 

However,  the  performance  goes  on  without  too 
many  mishaps.  The  kings  succeed  in  parading  on  and 
off  without  losing  the  assortment  of  bedspreads  and 
tablecloths  in  which  they  are  arrayed;  the  angels, 
who  are  at  that  interesting  stage  in  their  life  history 
when  front  teeth  are  missing,  look  as  much  like 
celestial  visions  as  can  be  expected,  and  the  singing 
seems  inspired. 

The  clapping  is  loud  and  prolonged.  The  guests 
are  preparing  to  depart.  But  stay!  there  is  a  sound 
of  sleigh  bells.  Can  it  be?  Yes,  it  is  really  Santa 
Claus.  In  through  the  window  he  climbs,  burley  of 
form  and  ruddy  of  cheek.  And  the  children — how 
they  stare!  Their  faces  are  a  study.  Some  who  have 
been  present  on  similar  occasions  in  the  past  assume 
a  look  of  boredom;  others  who  still  retain  their 
youthful  illusions  gaze  with  loving  delight  on  him 
they  love  so  well;  and  the  little  ones  who  have  never 
before  witnessed  such  a  sight,  stand  as  if  glued  to 
the  spot  with  fright  or  surprise. 

Boredom  and  fright  are  quickly  forgotten  when 
Santa  begins  to  distribute  the  gifts.  They  are,  one 
and  all,  transformed  by  happiness,  for  this  is  one 
of  the  greatest  days  in  their  little  lives. 

May  God  bless  our  kind  friends,  particularly  those 
generous  ladies  of  the  Catholic  Women's  League, 
who  make  Christmas  possible  for  these  dear  little  ones 
of  Christ.  Sister  Alice  Walsh,  S.O.S. 


IN  THE  HOSTEL. 

AT  nine  o'clock  on  Christmas  Eve  they  begin  to 
gather  in  the  recreation  room  —  our  girls 
who  are  working  all  over  the  city.  Christmas 
bells,  sprigs  of  holly  and  a  large  brightly-decorated 
Christmas  Tree  bring  happy  smilesi  to  their  faces. 
"Ah,  now  we  begin  to  feel  like  Christmas,"  they  say 
to  each  other.  And  why  shouldn't  they?  For  Christ- 
mas is,  above  all,  a  Home  Feast,  and  the  hostel  is 
most  assuredly  the  Home  of  our  girls  from  Over- 
seas. 

An  hour  or  so  is  spent  in  happy  conradeship,  many 
curious  glances  being  cast  on  the  sign  hung  on  the 
door  leading  into  the  dining  room:  "No  girl  allowed 
in  here  until  after  Midnight  Mass."  They  know 
something  interesting  is  being  prepared  behind  that 
closed  door  and  many  are  the  guesses  as  to  what 
the  surprise  will  be. 


At  11  o'clock  the  Sisters  distribute  tickets  for 
Midnight  Mass.  "Before  we  go,"  suggests  Sister, 
"let  us  sing  'O  Holy  Night'  and  offer  a  decade  of 
the  Rosary  for  our  absent  loved  ones  that  they,  too, 
may  have  a  Happy  Christmas."  Sister  goes  to  the 
piano;  the  sweet  young  voices  unite  in  their  favour- 
ite Christmas  hymn  and  when  it  is  over  they  kneel 
around  the  picture  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help, 
answering  the  "Aves"  with  sincere  devotion.  Then 
the  taxis  are  ordered  and  away  they  go  to  Mid- 
night Mass — the  crowning  event  of  the  Great  Feast. 

It  is  almost  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  they 
return  to  the  hostel — a  happy,  laughing  group  of 
nearly  forty  girls.  How  gay  and  light-hearted  they 
seem,  exchanging  Christmas  greetings  with  the  Sis- 
ters and  with  one  another!  One  cannot  help  thinking: 
"If  they  had  not  their  Hostel  Home,  where  would 
they  be  on  a  night  like  this?" 

Through  the  refectory  door,  now  ajar,  there  is  a 
glimpse  of  long,  white  tables,  gleaming  in  the  soft 
light  of  Christmas  candles.  The  bell  rings,  and  they 
all  file  in  to  enjoy  a  delightful  Christmas  breakfast. 
Surely  hot  rolls  and  coffee  are  never  so  appealing  as 
on  Christmas  morning  after  Midnight  Mass! 

No  electric  light  is  allowed  or  desired.  The  dim, 
warm  candle  light  is  so  much  more  Christmassy. 
How  they  laugh,  and  tease,  and  chatter!  And  how 
pleased  they  are  with  the  Christmas  souvenirs  from 
the  Sisters,  composed  of  a  holy  picture,  a  medal  and 
a  bit  of  ribbon,  combined  artistically  by  deft,  de- 
voted fingers.  To  a  stranger  coming  in  the  boister- 
ous celebration  would  probably  be  ear-splitting,  but 
to  the  Sisters  whose  lives  are  dedicated  to  this  work 
the  noisy  din  is  sweet  music,  for  it  means  they  have 
succeeded  in  making  for  their  girls  "A  Happy  Christ- 
mas." Sister  C.  Albury,  S.O.S. 


FORMAL  OPENING  OF  OTTAWA  HOSTEL 

Although  the  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  in  pos- 
session of  Rosary  Hall,  Ottawa,  since  October  1st,  the 
formal  opening  and  presentation  did  not  take  place 
until  November  18th. 

The  presentation  was  made  at  a  largely-attended 
gathering  in  St.  Patrick's  Parish  Hall,  presided  over 
by  Mrs.  T.  H.  Burns,  President  of  the  Rosary  Hall 
Association.  Among  those  on  the  platform  were  His 
Excellency.  Archbishop  Forbes;  Bishop  Murray,  of 
Victoria;  Canon  Fitzgerald,  Rev.  G.  Daly,  C.SS.R.; 
and  Mayor  John  J.  Allen  of  Ottawa.  A  large  num- 
ber of  the  clergy  were  also  present. 

Mrs.  Burns,  after  extending  a  hearty  welcome  to 
tho  Sisters,  and  wishing  them  every  success,  handed 
a  copy  of  the  minutes  in  which  it  was  decided  to  make 
a  gift  of  the  Hall  to  the  Sisters  of  Service,  to  Father 
Daly,  and  presented  the  key  of  the  building  to  Sister 
Florence  Regan,  Sister-General  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. 

Sister-General,  in  expressing  her  thanks  for  this 
generous  gift,  said  the  Sisters  fully  realized  that  the 
Association  was  entrusting  to  them  a  work  which 
had  been  very  dear  to  their  own  hearts.  Sister-Gene- 
ral also  stated  that  it  would  be  the  aim  of  the  Sisters 
to  continue  to  extend  the  work  so  successfully  carried 
on  by  the  Association  for  the  past  twelve  years. 

Rev.  Father  Daly  gave  an  interesting  address  on 
immigration,  in  which  he  said  that  if  it  was  desirable 
to  mako  good  citizens  of  immigrants,  it  was  necessary 
to  ensure  the  preservation  of  their  Faith. 

His  Worship,  the  Mayor,  expressed  his  agreement 
with  Father  Daly  on  this  point,  and  welcomed  the 
Sisters  to  Ottawa. 

Archbishop  Forbes  praised  the  Rosary  Hall  Asso- 
ciation for  the  good  it  had  accomplished,  gave  his 
blessing  to  the  Sisters,  and  welcomed  them  heartily 
to  Ottawa. 


THE  HEART  HAS  NO  PURSE  STRINGS. 
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Through  the  Highways  and  Byways  of  Alberta 


"What  a  glorious  day  this  is!  I  don't  think  I 
was  ever  any  happier.    Were  you,  Sister?" 

"No,  indeed,  we  have  every  reason  to  be  happy, 
haven't  we?" 

"Indeed  we  have,  but,  by  the  way.  Sister,  do  you 
think  we  have  everything?" 

"Judging  by  the  weight  of  this  grip,  we  must  have, 
but  here  we  are  at  last.  Now  to  get  a  seat  on  the 
train." 

"To  K-?    Track  No.  1,  ladies." 
We  looked  at  one  another.     (The  freight  trains 
were  on  Track  No.  1). 

"Do  you  mean  Track  No.  1?" 
"Yes,  ladies,  Track  No.  1." 

So  over  we  went  to  the  freight  train.  "I  didn't 
think  we  were  going  by  freight,  did  you,  Sister?" 

"No,  I  didn't,  but  have  you  any  idea  of  what  car 
we  are  supposed  to  get  on?  They  all  look  the  same 
to  me." 

"Perhaps  it  doesn't  matter." 

"Perhaps  it  does,  though.  We  had  better  walk 
further  up;  we  might  see  some  one  who  could  tell 
us." 

We  didn't,  but  a  short  prayer  of  gratitude  ascend- 
ed to  the  throne  of  God  when  we  spied  a  passenger 
car.  In  a  few  more  minutes  we  were  leaving  the 
town  of  E — ■  with  hearts  overflowing  with  happiness 
at  the  thought  of  working  for  God  and  souls. 

When  I  was  attending  school  and  studying  Bible 
History  I  often  envied  the  Apostles  for  being  chosen 
by  Our  Lord  to  spread  His  Kingdom,  but  here  we  are 
doing  the  same  work.  We,  too,  have  been  chosen  by 
God  and  are  helping  to  spread  His  Kingdom  by  in- 
structing boys  and  girls  in  their  Faith.  Here  comes 
the  conductor! 

"How  far  is  it  to  K — ?"  we  queried. 

"Sixty-five  miles;  ladies." 

"And  what  time  shall  we  get  there?" 

"At  1.15."  65  miles  in  four  and  a  half  hours. 
What  speed! 

Father  X.  expected  us  by  bus  that  afternoon, 
so  there  was  no  one  at  the  station  to  meet  us. 

"There's  a  church  just  up  this  road,  Sister.  Fa- 
ther must  live  next  to  it."  Up  we  went,  stopping 
every  ten  steps  to  change  our  satchel  to  our  other 
hand  and  arousing  the  curiosity  of  everyone  who 
happened  to  see  us. 

"The  door  is  locked,  Sister.  Whatever  shall  we 
do?    Perhaps  Father  is  away!" 


The  Hope  of  the  Church  in  Alberta. 


After  the  Lesson. 


We  enquire  next  door.  "Father  X?  No,  he  doesn't 
live  here.  This  is  Mr.  C's  house,  the  minister  of  the 
Church  next  door."  The  church  you  want  is  up  the 
road,  about  10  minutes'  walk." 

Off  we  go  again,  and  fifteen  minutes'  later  ar- 
rangements are  being  made  with  Father  X. 

"There  is  a  town  12  miles  from  here  where  cate- 
chism instructions  are  greatly  needed,  but  there  is  no 
place  for  accommodation.  The  majority  of  the 
families  have  two-roomed  houses,  so  it  would  be 
impossible  for  any  of  them  to  put  you  up." 

"Is  there  a  church  there,  Father?" 

"Yes;  there  is  a  little  wooden  church." 

"Well,  Father,  we  have  our  home  picked  out  al- 
ready. Do  you  think  we  could  get  a  few  covers  and 
a  mattress?" 

Father  looked  quite  amused,  little  thinking  we 
were  in  earnest.  "Really,  we  mean  it,  Father.  It 
would  be  just  what  we  want  and  we  are  anxious 
to  go." 

After  a  short  discussion  we  won  out  and  Father 
secured  a  bed  for  us  which  we  tied  on  to  the  back 
of  the  car.  What  a  drive  we  had  to  W.!  We  had 
in  the  back  seat  with  us  a  mattress,  a  couple  of 
blankets,  pillows,  suit-cases,  provisions,  a  few  dishes, 
a  tea-pot  and  some  books  and  prizes  for  the  children. 

After  spending  several  weeks  in  that  district  try- 
ing to  do  as  much  good  as  possible  and  at  the  same 
time  enjoying  our  varied  experiences',  we  returned 
home  to  continue  our  catechism  classes  by  mail.  Were 
our  hearts  still  as  overflowing  with  happiness  as  on 
the  morning  we  left?  Were  we  still  as>  grateful  for 
our  vocation?  Yes,  we  were  still  as  grateful  and 
perhaps  even  more  so,  but  our  hearts  were  not  quite 
so  happy.  In  a  little  corner  of  them  lies  a  hidden 
sorrow  that  hurts.  We  have  seen  how  little  our 
dear  Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother  are  known  and 
loved  and  any  Catholic  heart  would  ache  to  see  our 
Crucified  Saviour  so  ignored  and  His  teachings  so 
neglected. 

However,  we  must  not  waste  time  in  repining 
when  such  a  glorious  opportunity  is  given  us  to  work 
zealously  for  His  Kingdom.  Let  us  pray  fervently 
that  more  young  souls  will  hearken  to  the  Voice  of 
the  Master  and  join  our  ranks  to  work  for  the  con- 
quest of  souls. 

Sister  Edith  Wayland,  S.O.S. 


THE  ELOQUENCE  OF  FACTS  IS  BETTER  THAN  THE  ELOQUENCE  OF  WORDS. 
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GATHERING  IN  THE  SHEEP 


"How  about  a  trip  to  Emerson,  Pere,"  said  Fa- 
ther P.  to  me  one  bright  morning  in  August. 

"O.K.  with  me,  provided  we  go  in  your  Ford," 
I  replied. 

"Scotchman!     All  right.    Be  ready  at  11." 

Father  P.  was  an  hour  or  more  late,  so 
that  it  was  in  the  afternoon  when  we  sputtered  out 
of  Winnipeg  along  the  highway  that  leads  to  the 
United  States.  Being  friends  of  long  standing,  we 
rode  along  in  silence  for  several  miles.  At  last  I 
broke  the  silence. 

"What's  the  big  attraction  in  Emerson,  of  all 
places?" 

"Oh,  well,  you  know,"  said  Father  F.  in  his  usual 
tone  of  prevarication,  "Emerson  is  near  the  border, 
only  a  short  distance  from  real  cigarettes." 

"My  kingdom  for  a  Camel!"  I  ejaculated.  "But 
surely,  Pere,  you  are  not  going  on  a  trip  of  120  miles 
for  a  smoke  that  satisfies  ?" 

"Well,  no,"  he  drawled.  "The  Sisters  of  Service 
are  teaching  Catechism  in  Emerson  and  my  sister 
is  there    That's  why  I  wanted  to  go  down." 

"Humph!"  I  snorted.  "Why  didn't  you  say  so  in 
the  first  place,  and  we  could  have  made  up  a  box 
of  eats  for  the  kids?" 

"Well,  it  isn't  too  late  now.  How  about  buying 
up  some  ice  cream  cones  and  treating  the  children?" 

"Sure  thing!"  I  replied. 

Then  we  drove  along  in  more  silence.  I  finished 
my  Office  and  drove  till  Father  F.  finished  his,  and 
by  that  time  we  were  in  Emerson.  We  had  a  lunch 
and  went  off  to  locate  Sister.  F.  We  found 
her,  and  after  welcoming  us  she  told  us  of  the  great 
success  she  had  had  in  Emerson.  She  had  a  class 
of  twenty  boys  and  girls  preparing  them  for  their 
First  Holy  Communion.  Several  of  them  had  never 
been  baptized,  so  they  had  a  lot  to  look  forward  to. 

After  a  short  chat  we  went  around  to  the  church 
and  inspected  it.  Then  we  bought  up  20  cones  of 
ice  cream  and  gave  them  to  the  children.  You  may 
be  sure  they  were  delighted  and  that  all  were  glad 
they  had  come  to  class  that  day.  I  think  nearly 
every  nationality  was  represented  in  the  group  and 
it  was  a  lesson  to  us  of  the  Catholicity  of  the  Church. 

But  the  whole  thing  was  so  sad.  Here  were  those 
big  boys  and  girls,  some  of  them  ready  to  start  work- 
ing, and  as  yet  they  had  not  made  their  first  Holy 
Communion.  And  Emerson  is  not  an  isolated  case 
of  this  kind.  Go  where  you  will  outside  the  large 
centres  and  you  will  find  the  case  duplicated.  What 


Cafechism  Class  at  Emerson. 


would  have  become  of  the  Faith  in  Camp  Morton 
had  not  the  good  S.O.S.  started  their  mission  there 
some  years  ago?  And  priests  from  all  over  the  west 
are  clamoring  for  Sisters  to  do  similar  work  for  their 
strayed  and  straying  sheep.  If  Our  Lord  could  look 
over  the  harvest  of  the  west  as  He  looked  over  the 
wheat  fields  of  Palestine,  He  would  repeat  once  more 
those  unforgettable  words:  "The  harvest  truly  is 
great,  but  the  labourers  are  few."  Only  too  few. 
Then  let  us  pray  the  Lord  of  the  harvest  that  He 
send  more  labourers  into  His  vineyard. 

But  to  get  back  to  our  story.  The  Pere  and  I  left 
at  sundown  and  on  the  way  stopped  in  at  Letellier 
to  tell  the  priest  there  that  among  the  class  he  was 
to  admit  to  the  Altar  the  following  Sunday  were 
several  who  had  never  been  baptized.  Would  he  go 
down  on  Saturday  for  this  purpose?  Of  course,  he 
readily  agreed,  and  Sister  F.  tells  me  that  all  her 
class  received  the  Bread  of  Life  and  are  so  very  happy 
in  their  new-found  joy.  A  Western  Padre. 


ANOTHER  BETHLEHEM. 

On  November  21st,  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Pre- 
sentation, Holy  Mass  was  celebrated  for  the  first  time 
at  the  Catholic  Settlement  House,  131  McCaul  Street, 
Rev.  Father  Stroh,  C.SS.R.,  being  the  celebrant. 

As  the  chapel  is  small,  not  many  could  be  accom- 
modated, but  those  who  did  have  the  privilege  of 
attending  are  now  richer  by  a  very  precious  memory. 

The  beautiful  ivory  and  gold  altar,  fashioned  by  a 
Redemptorist  Brother,  was  artistically  decorated  with 
yellow  and  white  chrysanthemums,  donated  by  friends 
of  the  Sisters. 

So  now  in  the  midst  of  the  bustling  city  there  is 
another  earthly  home  for  the  Incarnate  Son  of  God! 
Another  Centre  from  which  Divine  Love  will  radiate 
to  warm  and  bless  innumerable  souls.  And  what 
a  treasure  of  grace  for  the  little  ones  who  will  gather 
every  evening  to  say  "Good-night"  to  the  same  Jesus 
Who  of  old,  on  the  Hills  of  Bethany,  said:  "Suffer 
the  children  to  come  unto  me." 


PROTECTED  FROM  FIRE. 

Our  little  Convent  in  Camp  Morton  was  recently 
in  grave  danger  of  being  destroyed  by  fire.  The 
trouble  originated  in  the  furnace,  and  was  discovered 
by  Sister  Morgan,  who,  having  occasion  to  go  to  the 
cellar,  found  the  basement  black  with  smoke. 

Sister  was  alone  in  the  house  at  the  time,  the 
other  Sisters  being  at  school  or  visiting  the  sick. 
Seeing  there  was  not  a  moment  to  be  wasted,  in  20 
below  zero  weather,  hatless,  coatless,  and  rubberless, 
Sister  ran  through  the  deep  snow  to  look  for  help. 

She  was  fortunate  in  finding  Mr.  Kunz,  an  old 
friend  of  the  Sisters,  who  returned  with  her  to  the 
Convent.  Realizing  at  one  glance  the  gravity  of  the 
situation,  Mr.  Kunz  set  to  work  immediately.  Soak- 
ing an  old  sack  with  water,  he  put  it  over  his  head, 
and  was  thus  enabled  to  work  amidst  the  dense 
smoke.  For  about  two  hours  he  fought  the  flames, 
Sister  Morgan  supplying  pails  of  water. 

The  adjustor  who  came  in  later  remarked  that  it 
seemed  impossible  such  a  fire  could  have  been  ex- 
tinguished by  one  man.  We  are  indeed  grateful  to 
Mr.  Kunz,  for,  under  God,  it  is  to  his  prompt  and 
heroic  action  that  we  owe  the  safety  of  Morton  Con- 
vent. 


TO  SAVE  SOULS  JESUS  CHRIST  WANTS  OUR  CO-OPERATION. 
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Christmas  in  the  Bahamas 


WHO  will  come  with  me  on  the  good  ship  "Im- 
amination"  to  spend  Christmas  in  Nassau,  the 
capital  of  the  Bahamas,  those  brilliant  jewels 
of  the  Caribbean  Sea? 

We  set  foot  on  Prince  Albert's  Landing  on  Christ- 
mas Eve  and  the  first  thing  that  strikes  us  after  our 
eyes  have  feasted  on  the  graceful  palms  and  snow- 
white  beaches,  is  the  cool,  light-coloured  apparel  of 
the  inhabitants  who  are  thronging  the  main  street 
doing  their  holiday  shopping.  A  fur  coat  would  be  a 
curiosity,  and  as  for  over-shoes,  why  there  are  not 
many  Nassauvians  who  have  ever  heard  of  such  ar- 
ticles ! 

The  short  tropical  twilight  is  merging  into  the 
beauty  of  a  moonlight  night,  the  brilliancy  of  which 
our  northern  imagination  could  never  have  even  faint- 
ly pictured.  We  hail  one  of  the  horse-drawn  vehi- 
cles and  instruct  the  coloured  Jehu  to  drive  slowly 
along  Bay  Street. 

What  a  transition  from  the  frigid  north!  We  lay 
aside  our  wraps  and  enjoy  to  the  full  those  much- 
advertised  gentle  breezes  of  the  beautiful,  balmy  Ba- 
hamas. Our  driver,  who  rejoices  in  the  name  of 
Zekiel,  surmises  at  once  that  we  are  strangers  and 
draws  attention  to  the  various  points  of  interest.  At 
our  request  he  drives  by  the  sea,  for  we  do  not  want 
to  get  out  of  sight  or  hearing  of  those  murmuring 
waves,  now  bathed  in  the  golden  glory  of  a  moon 
that  seems  almost  touching  the  highest  palmtop. 

Presently  between  us  and  this  scene  of  loveliness 
there  looms  up  a  straggling  stone  fortress. 

"Dat,"  explains  our  ebony  guide,  "am  Fort  Mon- 
tague. Yas,  it  am  one  o'  dem  ol'  Spanish  forts — mos' 
free  hundred  years  fo'  sho'.  Dere  am  one  intrustin' 
story  in  connection  wid  dat  dere  Fort  ef  yo'  cares  to 
heah  it?" 

We  express  our  willingness  and  find  his  quaint 
way  of  telling  a  story  as  interesting  as  the  tale  itself, 
but  in  passing  some  white  cottages  we  see  several 
gaily-decorated  Christmas  Trees  and  this  reminds  us 
of  the  coming  Feast. 

"Tell  us,  Zekiel,  is  there  a  Catholic  Church  any- 
where around  here?" 

"Dere  suah  am."  Zekiel  grinned  broadly.  "I'se 
a  Catholic  meself.  Ah  stags  ober  in  de  choir  at  St. 
Francis  Xavier  Church." 


"Will  there  be  a  Midnight  Mass?" 

"Sure  will.    Couldn't  be  Christmas  without  dat." 

We  drive  back  to  our  hotel  and  Zekiel  gives  us 
parting  instructions.  "You  jes  goes  straight  up  de 
hill  an'  dere  am'  de  Church."  Zekiel  lifts  the  reins, 
but  suddenly  remembers  something.  "You  all  mils' 
sure  not  miss  seein'  de  Junkynoos,"  he  calls  over  his 
shoulder. 

"Junkynoos!"  We  stumble  over  the  unfamiliar 
word. 

"Yas,  dey  comes  out  'bout  four  o'clock  in  de 
mawnin'.  T'aint  Christmas  'ere  without  Junkynoos. 
Dere's  nuttin'  to  be  'fraid  of — dey's  only  coloured 
folks  dressed  up." 

At  a  quarter  to  twelve  we  make  our  way  up  the 
hill.  Zekiel  was  right.  At  the  top  is  the  Church 
of  St.  Francis  Xavier.  We  enter  as  the  choir  is 
starting  "O  Holy  Night,"  and  a  coal-black  youth  ush- 
ers us  up  the  aisle  almost  to  the  front  seat.  The 
church  is  cruciform  in  style,  so  although  we  cannot 
see  behind  us  we  have  a  good  view  of  the  crowded 
wings.  What  a  study  in  colour!  Faces  of  all  shades 
from  the  red  and  white  of  pure  European  to  the  coal- 
black  of  the  typical  African,  with  a  hundred  varying 
shades  between.  And  all  kneeling  together  awaiting 
the  coming  of  the  Christ  Child! 

The  sanctuary  is  exquisite  with  gorgeous  palms 
that  never  saw  a  greenhouse  and  real  poinsettias. 
But  hark!  the  clock  strikes  twelve  and  on  the  last 
stroke  a  tall,  white-haired  priest  enters  the  sanc- 
tuary followed  by  a  dozen  ebony-coloured  acolytes. 
What  a  picture  they  make — their  shining  black 
faces  contrasting  so  picturesquely  with  snow-white 
surplices  and  scarlet  sashes! 

The  Mass  proceeds,  and  if  we  close  our  eyes  to  the 
colouring  there  would  be  nothing  to  remind  us  that 
we  are  not  in  one  of  the  imposing  churches  of  the 
north.  The  liturgy  is  observed  in  all  its  perfection, 
which  is  not  surprising  when  we  consider  that  the 
Benedictine  Fathers  have  been  in  charge  of  the  Ba- 
hama Missions  since  their  inception.  The  Gregorian 
Mass  of  the  Angels  is  rendered  by  a  mixed  choir — 
mixed  in  colour  as  well  as  in  sex.  We  wonder  who  is 
responsible  for  their  excellent  training  and  conclude 
that  it  is  probably  the  little  Sister  of  Charity  presid- 
ing so  efficiently  at  the  organ. 


ALT,  THAT  YOU  CAN  TAKE  INTO  ETERNITY  IS  WHAT  YOU  HAVE  GIVEN  AWAY. 
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Almost  every  person  in  the  Church  receives  Holy 
Communion  and  at  the  altar  rail  there  is  no  distinc- 
tion of  colour,  which  pleases  us  immensely,  after 
some  tales  we  had  heard  of  the  poor,  down-trodden 
negro  of  the  South. 

Yes,  there  is  a  Crib.  Not  very  elaborate  as  to 
variety  of  figures,  but  the  Mother  and  Child  are  ex- 
traordinarily natural  and  from  the  expression  on  the 
faces  of  the  children  that  crowd  around  it  we  are 
convinced  that  the  little  ones  of  the  South  are  not 
to  be  out-done  in  devotion  to  the  Infant  Jesus. 

After  Mass  we  cannot  persuade  ourselves  to  waste 
time  in  sleep.  We  stroll  along  the  shore,  drinking 
in  the  soft  sea-scented  breezes  and  revelling  in  th© 
magic  witchery  of  moonlight  on  the  waters. 

Suddenly  the  spell  is  broken.  From  over  the  hill 
comes  a  roar  of  raucous  cow-bells,  tooting  horns, 
mouth-organs,  drums,  and  we  know  not  what  else. 
The  peace  of  the  morning  is  shattered.  We  look  at 
each  other  and  at  our  watches. 

"Two  minutes  to  four!"  we  ejaculate  simultane- 
ously.    "It  must  be  Ze- 
kiel's  Junkynoos." 

"Well,  we  mustn't  miss 
anything.  Let's  hurry 
back  to  the  city." 

At  the  foot  of  West 
Street  we  are  halted  by 
two  policemen  in  the  pic- 
turesque uniform  of  the 
Bahamas  constabulary. 

"Sorry,  but  you'll 
have  to  let  the  Junky- 
noos pass  first.  Traffic 
rules  are  suspended  for 
them  from  4  to  8  a.m." 

Then  comes  the  del- 
uge. Over  the  hill  they 
pour,  an  avalanche  of 
grotesque,  shouting  fig- 
ures. We  are  glad  the  policemen  are  near,  for  some 
of  the  masked  figures  that  prance  gaily  past  us  are 
truly  terrifying.  Devils  of  all  shapes  and  sizes,  with 
tails  and  pitchforks,  fraternate  with  clowns,  giants  and 
every  imaginable  kind  of  buffoon.  It  is  consoling  to 
recall  Zekiel's  friendly  warning  that  "dey  is  only 
coloured  folks  dressed  up."  Or  one  would  surely  fear 
the  denizens  of  the  infernal  regions  had  been  let  loose. 
Innumerable  fire-crackers  and  sky-rockets  add  to  the 
din  and  confusion. 

At  last  the  procession  passes.  "The  Government 
is  thinking  of  putting  an  end  to  this  Junkynoo  par- 
ade," one  of  the  policemen  informs  us.  "They  think 
it  is  too  heathenish  for  a  Christian  country." 

"What  do  you  think?"  we  enquire  with  interest. 

"Well,  there's  no  doubt  it's  just  a  remnant  of 
their  old  African  war  dances,  but  there's  no  harm 
done  and  they  look  forward  to  it  all  year  long,  so  I 
don't  see  why  they  should  be  deprived  of  it." 

We  are  inclined  to  agree  with  the  policeman; 
in  any  case  we  are  glad  the  Junkynoos  were  not  bann- 
ed before  our  visit. 

In  the  afternoon  we  call  at  the  Priory  and  are 
welcomed  by  the  Benedictine  Fathers  with  true  south- 
ern hospitality. 

"The  Sisters  are  having  a  Christmas  Tree  for 
their  little  'black  diamonds'  this  afternoon,"  one  of 
tho  Fathers  informs  us  as  we  are  leaving.  "Would 
you  care  to  go  over  and  have  a  look  at  the  perform- 
ance?" 

We  would,  of  course,  and  Father  goes  with  us 
across  the  Rectory  grounds  to  the  coloured  school. 
Tho  Sisters  greet  us  most  cordially  and  then  proceed 
with  tho  business  in  hand.  In  the  centre  of  the  room 
is  a  large  Christmas  Tree.  Ranged  around  it  are 
benches  on  which  about  a  hundred  little  darkies  are 


Madonna  Nursery — Nassau.  Bahamas. 


ing  the  Faith  in 
"chocolate  drops." 


seated,  the  girls  with  bright-coloured  bows  on  their 
hair,  the  boys  in  the  best  clothes  they  have  been  able 
to  beg  or  borrow.  Their  faces  are  shining  with  soap 
and  anticipation,  their  eyes  glued  on  the  curious- 
looking  parcels  that  dangle  from  every  branch  of  the 
tree  and  not  a  word  out  of  one  of  them  as  Sister 
opens  a  cardboard  box  and  says: 

"The  girls  come  first  and  draw  a  blue  ticket; 
then  the  boys  will  take  the  pink  ones."  When  the 
drawing  is  over  each  child  is  given  the  present  cor- 
responding with  the  number  on  his  or  her  ticket. 

"No  child  is  to  open  a  parcel  until  they  have  all 
been  given  out,"  warns  Sister,  and  it  speaks  volumes 
for  her  training  that  there  is  not  even  an  attempt  to 
disobey.  But  when  the  last  package  is  distributed 
pandemonium  breaks  loose — laughing,  shouting, 
blowing  of  tin  whistles,  and  every  other  kind  of  whis- 
tle. We  watch  them  for  a  while  and  then  Sister 
leads  the  way  to  the  verandah,  where  we  can  hear 
ourselves  speak. 

"It's  a  joy  to  see  them  so  happy!"  she  tells  us. 

"Poor  little  tots*.  To  think 
that  to-morrow  some  of 
them  may  have  nothing 
to  eat  but  a  cocoanut! 
However,  that  doesn't 
stop  them  from  enjoying 
the  good  thingls  of  to- 
day They're  like  that — 
grown-ups  as  well — never 
worry  about  the  future." 

Sister  then  shows  us 
over  the  Madonna  Nur- 
sery, where  the  babies 
are  looked  after  all  day 
while  their  mothers  are 
out  working.  We  are 
deeply  impressed  with  the 
wonderful  work  these 
Sisters  are  doing — plant- 
the  hearts  of  these  poor  little 
On  leaving  we  press  a  small  of- 
fering into  Sister's  hand:  "To  make  sure  that  your 
'black  diamonds'  have  a  New  Year's  dinner,"  we  tell 
her. 

The  evening  is  spent  on  the  hotel  verandah. 
Within  the  annual  Christmas  Ball  is  in  full  swing 
and  the  sweet  strains  of  the  orchestra  add  the  witch- 
ery of  music  to  the  romance  of  rustling  palms  and 
rippling  wavelets.  Thinking  over  our  happy,  in- 
terest -  laden  day,  we  decide  that  the  Birthday  of 
Christ  means  as  much  to  the  inhabitants  of  these 
sunlit  isles  as  it  does  to  us,  even  though  the  earth 
wears  for  the  holiday  a  dress  of  brightest  green  in- 
stead of  a  mantle  of  purest  snow.  For,  after  all,  it 
is  not  exterior  surroundings,  but  interior  disposi- 
tions that  count.  Christmas  is  in  the  heart — -not 
the  atmosphere. 

Sister  C.  Albury,  S.O.S. 


INSPIRATION. 


Because  there  are  two  women  whom  I  love, 

More  than  mere  words  can  tell, 
Sometimes  I  try  to  write  a  halting  verse. 

And  surging  feelings  quell. 
One  is  my  mother — she  who  fashioned  me — 

And  gladly  gave  me  birth, 
And  one,  that  Mother,  who  alone  could  bring 

The  Son  of  God  to  earth. 

(By  a  Franciscan  Friar.) 


GIVE  TO  GOD  THK  REST  YOU  HAVE  SINCE  GOD  G.AVE   HIS  REST  FOR  Vol  . 
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PPAYYE  THEREFORE  THEJQRD 

^Msof  THE  HARVESE 

J  4  '*~5 


AT  THE  CRIB 


"-pis  MIDNIGHT!  We  kneel  before  the 
I  Crib,  gazing  with  love-softened  eyes  ;it 
.Mary  and  her  new-born  Baby.  What 
ean  we  say?  Where  are  the  words  that  will  give 
expression  to  the  joyous  thanksgiving  thrilling 
our  entire  being? 

After  all,  what  need  is  there  of  words?  Let 
us  take  example    from  our 
dearest  Mother  on  this  bless- 
ed morn.    She  is  silent — she 
does  not  try  to  bring  to  the 
level  of  words  those  heavenly 
thoughts  of  hers  that 
"Float  through  the  valley 
like  virgins, 
Too  pure  for  the  touch  of 
a  word." 


We,  too,  can  love  and  wor- 
ship in  silence.  We  look  at 
our  God  Incarnate — a  help- 
less Baby,  dependent  on  His 
creatures  for  every  least  lit- 
tle want.  Surely  our  hearts 
are  stony  if  they  do  not  melt 
at  the  sight  of  such  abase- 
ment ! 

Our  lips  remain  silent, 
but    presently    our  hearts 

wax  eloquent.  He,  our  Infant  God,  has  given  ALL 
— what  shall  we  offer  in  return?  His  baby  eyes 
look  deep  into  our  very  soul;  the  cry  of  His 
Sacred  Heart  reaches  us  without  the  medium  of 
words.  What  is  He  asking?  Does  He  want  our 
gold,  our  talents,  our  sacrifices?  Yes;  but  none 
of  these  will  be  acceptable  unless  we  offer  along 
with  them  — •  our  love.  He  has  no  need  of  our 
possessions  —  He  Who  has  left  the  slpendors  of 
Heaven;  He  has  no  need  of  our  knowledge  — 
He  Who  is  Uncreated  Wisdom ;  but  He  longs  for 
our  love;  and  so  great  is  this  longing  that  He  has 
willingly  left  the  glory  of  His  Father's  bosom 
to  win  it.   Can  He  do  more?  Ah,  yes !  the  shadow 


of  the  Cross  lies  athwart  the  Crib.  Already  at 
the  dawn  of  life  His  Heart  foresees  and  embraces 
for  love  of  us,  the  agony,  the  abandonment  of 
( 'a  1  vary. 

Can  we  refuse  His  silent  pleading?  Perhaps 
He  is  asking  some  special  act  of  self  -  denial  that 
will  prove  our  love.    What  are  we  going  to  do? 

It  is  easy  to  say:  "Dear 
Infant  Jesus,  I  love  You." 
But  love  is  measured  by 
sacrifice;  that  being  so,  how 
great  is  our  love  ?  Looking 
into  the  sweet  Face  of  the 
Son  of  God  and  Child  of 
Mary — what  is  our  answer? 


SACRIFICES. 


Scarcely  have  the  echoes 
of  "Peace  on  earth"  died 
away  after  Christmas  when 
4|  the    Church  commemorates 

with  mingled  pride  and  grief 
the  martyrdom  of  St.  Ste- 
phen on  December  26th  and 
of  the  Holy  Innocents  on 
Dec.  28th.  '  The  babies  of 
Bethlehem  were  first  to  give 
their  pure  lives  for  our  Blessed  Lord  after  His 
birth,  St.  Stephen  was  first  to  shed  his  blood  for 
the  Master  after  His  death  and  Ascension.  In 
our  land  to-day  little  children  are  not  called  on 
to  sacrifice  their  lives  for  Christ,  but  other  sacri- 
fices are  expected  of  them — for  it  is  only  by  pray- 
er and  sacrifice  and  good  works  that  any  of  us 
— young  or  old — can  attain  Heaven. 


TRUE  FRIENDS. 


True  friends  are  those  who  so  identify  them- 
selves with  each  other  that  whatever  befalls  one 
befalls  both. 


GIVING  MEANS  SELF-ENRICHMENT  AS  WELL,  AS  SELF-SACRIFICE. 
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CANADIAN 


just  Canada. 


NIAGARA  FALLS-  -  NORTH  AMERICA 


ON  getting  off  the  bus  at  the  Clifton  Hotel, 
one's  first  sight  of  the  Falls  is  distinctly  dis- 
appointing.   "Are  they  the  real  Falls?"  I 
enquired  of  my  companion.    A  sheet  of  rushing 
water  was  all  we  saw,  beautiful,  it  is  true,  but  not 
nearly  so  striking  as  I  had  imagined. 

This  was  the 
first  fleeting  im- 
pression. Then 
we  proc  e  e  d  e  d 
along  the  walk 
on  the  Canadian 
side,  and  as  we 
went  the  Falls 
seemed  to  grow 
g  r  ande  r  and 
more  impressive 
at  every  step. 
U  n  f  o  r  tunately 
the  morning  was 
dull  and  rainy, 
but  as  a  trip  to 
Niagara  does  not 
come  one's  way 
every  day,  we 
d  e  t  ermined  to 
brave  the  danger 
of      getting      a  General  View 

drenehinff  rather      Courtesy  of  Editorial  Services,  Ltd. 

than  miss  the  scene.  So  we  continued  on  our  way 
to  where  the  Canadian  and  American  Falls  meet 
in  a  mighty  deluge  of  flying  spray  and  churning 
waves,  forming  the  famous  Horse  Shoe  Falls. 
We  stood  on  the  embankment — silent,  of  course, 
— for  weak  words  were  an  insult  to  such  un- 
paralleled grandeur.  The  white  mist  flung  its 
"•host-like  mantle  about  us,  the  dashing  spray 


splashed  us — we  were  all  unheeding.  Who  can 
tell  where  the  American  Falls  merge  into  the 
Canadian?  No  human  eye,  surely!  The  rush- 
ing, sparkling  waters  mingle  freely  in  friendly 
splash  and  sparkle,  symbolical  of  the  amicable 
relations  which  have  ever  existed  between  the 

two  great  North- 
Ameri  can  na- 
tions. 

Presently  my 
companion  said: 
"I  think  it's 
raining;  we'll  be 
getting  awfully 
wet."  Aggravat- 
ed at  such  a  pro- 
saic interruption, 
I  tried  to  con- 
vince lier  that  it 
was  spray,  not 
rain.  However, 
she  insisted  and 
after  a  moment 
or  two  of  argu- 
ment I  was  forc- 
ed to  agree.  It 
was  really  rain- 
ing (piite  heav- 
ily, and  before 
reaching  shelter  we  were  completely  soaked;  our 
enthusiasm,  also,  was  considerably  dampened. 

"What  a  day  for  sightseeing!"  we  grumbled, 
watching  the  rain  go  down  the  path  in  tiny, 
bubbling  rivulets  .  "And  to  think  we  may  never 
see  this  world  wonder  again!" 

We  complained  too  soon.  At  one  o'clock  the 
sun  peeped  out  of  the  misty  curtain  that  had 


-Niagara  Falls. 
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veiled  the  sky  all  morning,  and  brushing  all  the 
clouds  away,  smiled  down  upon  the  dripping 
world  in  a  most  friendly  manner. 

Everything  brightened  up  immediately — 
ourselves  included.  Having  heard  that  a  closer 
view  was  to  he  ohtained  on  the  American  side, 
w  e  decided  to  cross  the  border.  Arriving  in  the 
lr.S.A.,  we  engaged  a  sight-seeing  taxi,  and  in  a 
very  short  while  were  on  Goat  Island  and  landed 
at  "The  Cave  of  the  Winds"  for  a  twenty-minute 
stop.  Following  the  crowd,  we  descended  the 
steps  to  the  lowest  railing,  where  one  is  almost 
within  arm-reach  of  the  magnificent  Bridal  Veil 
Falls.  What  a  scene  of  scintillating  splendour! 
Sheets  and  sheets  of  snow-white  fleecy  foam,  fall- 
in  u  —  ever  falling  — ■  over  the  ledge  into  the 
river  below.  With  the  crystal  spray  enveloping 
us,  and  the  continuous  roar  of  the  cataract  around 
us.  we  stood  and  gazed  on  this  masterpiece  of 
Nature  ;  or,  rather,  of  Nature's  God.  The  thought 
came  to  my  mind:  "Surely  the  fool  who  said  in 
his  heart,  'There  is  no  God!'  never  saw  Niagara?" 
Such  a  combination  of  beauty,  grandeur  and 
power!  And  across  the  rushing,  shimmering 
waters  the  Sign  of  God's  Mercy  —  a  radiant 
rainbow ! 

Returning  to  the  Canadian  side,  we  walked 
leisurely  through  Victoria  Park,  admiring  its 
beautiful,  well  laid-out  flower  beds  and  grass 
plots.  Soon,  too  soon,  it  was  time  to  leave,  and 
we  took  one  last  look  at  the  Falls  —  letting  the 
picture  sink  deep  into  our  imaginations  for  en- 
joyment in  days  to  come,  when  all  that  remains 
to  us  of  Niagara  will  be  a  sparkling,  crystal  vision 
of  delight  enshrined  in  memory's  temple. 


BOUQUETS  FOR  OUR  TENTH  BIRTHDAY. 

WE  desire  to  express  our  sincere  apprecia- 
tion of  the  encouraging  comments  on  our 
work  contained  in  the  following  extracts 
from  current  Catholic  periodicals: — 

"Another  milestone  has  passed  for  the  Sisters 
of  Service,  the  latest  and  youngest  recruits  in  the 
Missionary  Field  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  Western 
Canada,  when  the  tenth  anniversary  of  its  foundation 
was  observed  at  the  Mother  House  of  the  Order  at 
Toronto  on  August  15th.  Since  the  foundation  of 
this  Missionary  band  of  Sisters,  God  only  knows  the 
great  good  that  has  been  accomplished  by  the  sacri- 
fices, devotedness  and  zeal  of  these  Sisters. 

The  Review  heartily  congratulates  the  Founders, 
the  Sisters,  the  Promoters  and  the  Benefactors  of 
this  much-needed  institution,  and  wishes  it  every  suc- 
cess and  blessing  in  extending  Christ's  Kingdom  in 
the  large  and  fertile  fields  of  Western  Canada.  'Pax 
et  Bonum.'  " — Franciscan  Review. 

"...  .it  needs  little  imagination  to  realize 
how,  in  these  far-away  spots,  especially  in  the  cold, 
winter  months,  such  hospitals  and  such  care  as  the 
Sisters  can  give  must  gladden  the  hearts  of  the  in- 
habitants, and  it  needs  little  imagination  to  realize 
what  hard  work,  and  sometimes1  suffering,  it  entails 
on  the  Sisters  themselves.  They  never  seem  to  be 
discouraged.  I  have  met  them  alone  in  their  hostels. 
I  have  met  them  teaching  in  far  -  away  schools, 
thirty  miles'  from  the  nearest  station.  I  have  met 
them  surrounded  by  girls,  organizing  a  bazaar  to 
try  to  defray  the  cost  of  the  rent  of  the  hostel,  and 
I  have  met  them  at  the  ships  in  the  early  morning 
and  late  at  night,  always  cheerful,  always  hopeful 
....  We  must  all  hope  that  the  Sisters  will  go  on 
increasing  in  numbers;  that  is,  if  the  vast  army  of 
Central  European  Catholics  to-day  in  Western  Canada, 
without  priest  or  religion,  are  to  be  won  back  to,  or 
held  in,  the  faith  in  which  they  were  brought  up."- — ■ 
William  Teeling  in  America. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada  celebrated  in 
August  the  first  decade  of  their  organization,  and  we 
should  like  to  note  appreciatively  their  splendid  work. 
It  is  characteristic  of  the  zeal  of  the  various  Sister- 
hoods, not  only  in  the  great  and  well-known  Orders, 
but  also  in  the  small  and  newer  Orders  that  arise  to 
meet  special  exigencies.  Immigrants  coming  to  the 
shores  of  Canada,  lonely  and  sick  settlers  and  thou- 
sands of  children  in  sparsely  settled  sections  of  the 
Dominion,  have  been  the  special  care  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service.  Over  two  thousand  boats  were  met  by 
the  Sisters,  and  over  four  hundred  thousand  bewild- 
ered and  possibly  frightened,  strangers  in  the  new 
land,  received  courteous  welcome  and  assistance.  Ap- 
proximately a  tenth  of  these  were  provided  with 
hostelry.  Safe  accommodations  were  found  for  nine 
thousand  girls.  Over  three  thousand  patients  were 
admitted  to  the  Sisters'  hospitals,  of  whom  only  1,069 
were  Catholics.  Catechism  was  taught  by  Sisters 
visiting  small  mission  churches,  and  for  thousands 
of  children  on  isolated  homesteads  correspondence 
oourses  in  Catechism  were  conducted." — The  Common- 
weal. 

"Among  the  religious  congregations  founded  in  re- 
cent years,  the  Sisters  of  Service,  whose  headquarters 
are  in  Toronto,  have  more  than  warranted  their  ex- 
istence. Working  from  coast  to  coast  in  the  various' 
provinces  of  the  Dominion,  these  Sisters,  since  their 
foundation  in  1922,  have  devoted  themselves  untir- 
ingly to  the  interests  of  immigrants  and  their  chil- 
dren."— Social  Review,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 


IMPRESSIONS  OF  NIAGARA  FALLS. 

Myriad  foam-tipped  wavelets  dashing 
O'er  the  cliffs  with  merry  splashing; 
Nature's  jewels  gleaming  brightly, 
Kissed  by  sunbeams — softly,  lightly; 
Showers  of  snowy  mist-clouds  spraying — 
All  so  wondrously  displaying 

The  beauty  of  our  God. 

Ocean-like  the  deep,  low  roaring, 
Endless  is  the  constant  pouring 
Of  crystal  waters  flowing — flowing — 
'Neath  sea-breezes  gently  blowing; 
The  scene  in  grandeur  daily  growing, 
Is  to  mortals  ever  showing 
The  majesty  of  God. 

O'er  all  this  loveliness  and  power, 
Reminding  us  of  Mercy's  hour, 
A  radiant  rainbow's  quivering  splendour 
Floods  the  soul  with  visions  tender, 
While  with  thankful  hearts  and  loving 
We  hail  the  Ancient  Sign — still  proving 
The  mercy  of  our  God. 

Sister  C.  Albury,  S.O.S. 


THE  GREATEST  UNUSED  POWER  IN  THE  CHURCH  IS  PRAYER. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


CHILDREN'S  PAGES 


My  dear  Young  People: 

From  the  depths  of  the  old  Captain's  heart 
comes  a  fervent  wish  and  prayer  that  all  our 
Young  Missionaries  may  have  a  Joyful  Christmas 
and  a  Happy  New  Year. 

Christmas  — •  the  Birthday  of  Christ  the 
King!   We  usually  offer  gifts  to  our  dear  ones 

when  birthdays  come 
around.  "What  shall 
Ave  offer  our  King? 

There    are  many 
things   that  would 
please  Him,  but  there 
is  one  gift  that  would 
give  Him  more  plea- 
sure   than  anything 
else.    Who  can  guess 
what    it    is?  Little 
sacrifices  will  be  dear 
to  Him,  acts  of  char- 
ity towards  His  suffering  poor  will  draw  down 
His  blessing;  but,  above  all  else,  He  wants — our 
hearts  with  ALL  their  love. 

At  Midnight  Mass,  kneeling  before  the  Crib, 
I  shall  not  forget  a  very  special  prayer  for  all 
the  Young  Missionaries,  that  they  may  have  the 
grace  to  give  to  Christ  the  King  whatever  He  asks 
of  them,  and  in  return  I  am  sure  ike  Young  Mis- 
sionaries will  not  forget  a  little  prayer  at  Christ- 
mas for 

THE  CAPTAIN,  Y.M.C.K. 


CHRISTMAS. 


In  humble  cot  and  stately  hall. 

With  laughter  and  with  song. 
The  children  hail  the  Christmastide 

For  which  they've  waited  long; 
To  them  Old  Time  had  leaden  wings. 

They  wished  him  well  away, 
And  asked  that  he  but  leave  to  them 

Their  own  —  their  one  Great  Day. 

In  their  sweet  songs  and  joyous  play 

The  older  folks  renew 
Dear  visions  of  their  early  days 

When  life  was  sweet  and  true  ; 
And  once  again  their  voices  raise. 

In  Greetings  ever  new  : 
"A  Merry  Christmas  to  you  all, 

A  bright  New  Year  to  you." 


54 


Y.M.C.K.  MAIL  BAG. 

Lilian  Sunderland  of  Quebec  writes:  "I  am 
sending  you  five  scrap  books  for  the  children." 
The  scrap  books  arrived  safely,  Lilian,  and  there 
were  six  instead  of  five.  We  are  glad  you  keep 
your  promises  with  interest.  The  books  have 
already  been  mailed  to  the  West,  and  we  are 
sure  many  children  will  find  hours  of  delight  in 
them. 

In  a  very  interesting  letter,  Maisie  Burbine. 
of  Nova  Scotia,  tells  us,  among  other  things, 
that  she  is  in  Grade  VI.  and  that  she  is  very 
fond  of  her  teacher.  What  pleased  the  old  Cap- 
tain most  of  all  is  this  sentence:  "I  have  said 
my  Hail  Marys  every  night  since  I  got  the  rules." 
Very  good,  Maisie.  Be  always  faithful  to  those 
Hail  Marys  and  Our  Blessed  Mother  will  obtain 
special  graces  for  you. 

Louise  Le  Blanc,  of  Joggins,  N.S.,  says:  "I 
received  your  kind  letter  and  badge,  and  was 
very  much  pleased  with  both.  I  am  in  Grade  IX., 
but  I  had  to  stop  school  a  week  ago  on  account 
of  my  health  being  broken  down.  I  would  like 
very  much  to  hear  from  some  other  Y.M.C.K.'s." 
We  are  sorry  your  health  is  not  what  it  should  be, 
Louise,  but  we  hope  that  after  a  few  weeks'  rest 
you  will  be  quite  well  and  able  to  continue  your 
studies. 

Listen  to  what  Margaret  Burns  of  St.  John, 
N.B.,  has  to  say:  "Your  dear  little  card 
reached  me  yesterday,  and  I  just  had  to  write 
and  thank  you.  I  want  you  to  know  how  much 
I  enjoy  the  wonderful  S.O.S.  magazine.  I  count 
the  days  until  it  comes."  You  should  have  seen 
the  smile  those  words  brought  to  the  Captain's 
face,  Margaret.  The  letter  continues:  "I  have  a 
dear  girl  friend  in  the  States,  and  every  week  1 
write  fourteen  pages  to  her.  Maybe  that  will 
urge  some  young  missionaries  to  write  to  me. 
I  promise  prompt  answers  to  all  who  write,  so 
please  let  all  the  members  know  how  anxious  I 
am  to  hear  from  them."  Who  can  resist  such  an 
appeal!  We  hope  many  young  missionaries  will 
write  to  Margaret. 


WE  LIVE  BY  DEEDS,  NOT  YEARS. 
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OUR  CHRISTMAS  STORY 

By  "THE  CAPTAIN" 


"You're  no  good!  You're  just  a  dead  thing!  It's 
no  use  loving  you."  Patsy  threw  Mary-Ann  on  to  a 
chair  and  regarded  her  with  pouting  lips  and  clouded 
eyes. 

Mary-Ann,  being  only  a  doll,  and  the  kind  of  doll 
who  couldn't  even  squeak  when  pressed,  said  noth- 
ing, but  Auntie  Margaret,  who  happened  to  walk 
into  the  nursery  at  that  moment,  was  not  so  dumb. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter,  Patsy?"  she  enquired, 
noting  the  discontented  look  on  the  little  girl's  face. 
"Has  Mary-Ann  been  a  naughty  child?" 

"That's  just  it,  Auntie  Margaret,"  Patsy  burst 
out  impatiently.  "She  can't  be  naughty  and  she 
can't  be  good.  She's  always  the  same  thing — can't 
be  any  different;  can't  cry,  can't  laugh.  Oh,  I  think 
I  hate  her!" 

"Why,  dear  child,  you  never  felt  that  way  about 
it  before.  You  were  always  fond  of  Mary-Ann." 
Auntie  Margaret  was  genuinely  surprised  at  this 
outburst,  but  she  was  determined  to  get  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  difficulty.  So  she  drew  the  child  into  a 
big  arm  chair  and  started  smoothing  the  golden 
ringlets  that  had  become  all  upset  with  the  internal 
revolution  of  their  small  owner. 

"Now,  tell  Auntie  all  about  it."  The  fretful  look 
gradually  faded  from  Patsy's  brow  and  the  little 
red  mouth  lost  its  sullen  droop.  Really,  there  was 
no  one  in  the  world  like  Auntie  except,  of  course, 
Mummy.  But  Mummy  had  not  been  near  the  nur- 
sery for  several  days.  Patsy  had  been  told  she  was 
not  very  well;  however,  Auntie  Margaret  always'  un- 
derstood everything  perfectly. 

"I'll  tell  you,  Auntie  Margaret,  but  it  is  a  big 
secret.  You  mustn't  tell  anybody  else — not  anybody 
in  the  whole  world,  because  .  .  .  Patsy  hesitated  a 
moment,  "well,  because  they  might  laugh  at  me." 

"And  suppose  I  laugh?"  Auntie  Margaret  enquired, 
teasingly. 

"Oh,  no,  you  won't."  Patsy  spoke  with  great  assur- 
ance.   (You  see  she  knew  Auntie  Margaret). 

"Tell  me  the  secret,  then,  and  we'll  see  whart;  can 
be  done  about  it." 

Patsy  climbed  up  on  the  arm  of  the  chair,  so  as 
'to  be  nearer  Auntie's  ear. 

"You  remember  yesterday  when  you  left  me  to  play 
for  an  hour  over  at  Mary  Williams'  house?" 

"Yes."  Auntie  remembered. 

"Oh,  Auntie  Margaret,  do  you  know  what  they  have 
over  there?"  Palsy's  eyes  were  shining  now.  "They 
have  a  real  live  baby  with  curly  toes  and  dimpled  fin- 
gers. It's  not  much  bigger  than  Mary-Ann,  but  it 
laughed  and  crowed  when  we  played  with  it.  And  it 
pulled  my  hair — and,  oh.  it  was  so  be-oo-ti-ful,"  Patsy 
drew  the  last  word  out  expressively. 

"I  see."  Auntie  Margaret's  tone  was  sweetly  seri- 
ous as  befitted  the  occasion.  "You  want  a  real  live 
baby  to  play  with  and  that's  Ithe  reason  you  donft  love 
Mary-Ann  any  more." 

"Yes,"  Patsy  agreed  eagerly.  "Do  you  know  of  any 
store  where  we  could  buy  one?"  (Auntie  always  knew 
where  everything  could  be  bought  down  town). 

"I'm  afraid  not,  dearie."  And  this  time  there  was 
surely  a  suspicion  of  a  simile  lurking  in  the  corner  of 
Auntie  Margaret's  mouth.  "But  I'll  tell  you  what  I 
think  will  be  the  beat  thing  for  you  to  do." 

"What?"  breathed  Patsy.    "Do  tell  me  quickly." 

"To-morrow  is  Christmas  Eve.  Over  at  St.  Mich- 
ael's there  will  be  a  Crib  with  the  Infan|t  Jesus  and  His 
Mother.    I'll  take  you  to  Midnight  Mass,  and  when 


Baby  Jesus  comes  into  your  heart  in  Holy  Communion 
tell  Him  how  much  you  want  a  real  live  baby  to  play 
with.  You  see  it  wii.ll  be  the  Day  He  became  an  Infant 
for  us,  so  perhaps  He  will  send  you  what  you  want." 

Patsy  was  delighted.  Auntie  Margaret  always 
thought  of  the  wisest  thing  to  do. 

Next  evening  Patsy  was  awakened  in  good  time  by 
Auntie  Margaret  and  bundled  into  furs  and  galoshes. 
How  glorious  it  was  to  be  out  at  such  an  hour  when 
the  stars  twinkled  in  a  cold,  clear  sky  and  the  moon- 
beams sparkled  on  the  snow-covered  earth!  Auntie 
went  almost  up  to  the  front  seat,  so  that  Patsy  might 
have  a  good  view  of  the  Crib. 

The  Mass  proceeded.  Patsy  thought  she  had  never 
been  so  happy  in  all  her  life.  It  was  so  beautiful.  The 
golden  lights,  the  fragrant  flowers — 'the  shining  vest- 
ments of  the  priest.  At  last  came  the  Great  Moment 
— Holy  Communion. 

"Remember,"  whispered.  Auntie  Margaret,  before 
they  started  towards  the  altar  ralil,  "it's  the  real  living 
Baby  Jesus  Who  is  coming  into  your  heart." 

What  Patsy  told  the  Infant  Jesus  that  Christmas 
morning  is  her  secret — her's  and  the  Divine  Child's, 
but  an  hour  later  as  Aun|tie  Margaret  tucked  a  very 
sleepy  child  into  bed,  two  soft  arms  twined  about  her 
neck  and  a  drowsy  voice  whispered:  "I'm  going  to  get 
one — a  real  live  one — Baby  Jesus  promised  me." 

Auntie  Margaret  smiled  to  herself  as  she  tripped 
softly  up  the  stairs  to  where  a  light  was  burning  in 
Patsy's  mother's  room. 

The  sun  was  gilding  ithe  pictures  Jack  Frost  had 
drawn  on  the  window  pane  when  Patsy  awoke.  Auntie 
Margaret  was  standing  beside  the  bed. 

"Happy  Christmas,  little  Sleepyhead!  Now,  what  do 
you  think  old  Santa  decided  to  do  last  night?  He 
thought  as  Mummy  was  not  so  well  he'd  put  your 
Christmas  Tree  in  her  room." 

"Oh,  goody!  That's  scrumptious!"  There  was  no 
doubt  as  to  Patsy's  agreeing  with  Santa. 

A  few  moments  more  and  she  was  clasped  in  her 
mother's  arms.  "Oh,  Mummy,  it's  so  good  to  see  you 
again.    It  wouldn't  be  Christmas  without  you!" 

"And  it  wouldn't  be  Christmas  for  me,  either,  with- 
out you,  Patsy,  darling.  But  don't  ycu  want  to  look 
at  your  Christmas  presents?" 

"Yes,  but  I  wanted  to  look  at  you  first,  Mummy." 

The  Christmas  Tree  was  at  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
radiant  with  coloured  lights  and  bright  tinsel.  On  it 
and  beneath  it  were  several  interesting-looking  par- 
cels, but  Patsy's  eyes  were  caught  by  what  looked  to 
be  a  large  satin-lined  basket  in  front  of  the  tree. 

"Whatever  can  it  be,"  she  wondered,  and  stood  on 
tip-toe  to  look  over  the  edge. 

One  glance  was  sufficient.  "Oh,  Mummy!  Auntie 
Margaret,  come  and  look!  A  real,  true,  live  baby!  Oh, 
dear,  I  am  so  happy,"  she  cried,  hopping  excitedly  from 

one  foot  to  the  other.    "But  I  can't  see  it  properly  

the  basket's  too  high." 

Auntie  Margaret  came  to  the  rescue  with  a  low 
stool  and  Patsy  was  able  to  gaze  her  fill  at  the  new 
baby  lying  so  contentedly  in  the  pink-lined  bassinet. 

"O-o-oh,"  it  has  curly  toes,  too,"  she  cooed  ecstatic- 
ally. 

Auntie  Margaret,"  she  whispered  a  few  minutes  later, 
"will  you  please  take  me  over  to  St.  Michael's  this 
afternoon  so  as  I  can  say  'Thanks'  to  Baby  Jesus?" 
Then,  turning  again  to  the  bassinet,  pride  of  owner- 
ship thrilling  in  her  voice,  she  continued:  "And  he's 
ever  so  much  prettier  than  the  baby  over  at  Mary 
Williams'  house!" 


WHAT  ARE  YOU  DOING  WITH  YOUR  SPARE  DIMES? 
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DONATIONS— JUNE  ]&  TO  NOVEMBER  1st,  1932 


CONTRIBUTIONS. 


W.  K. 


$100.00. 

Regnery. 


$50.00. 

Frances  M.  Blanchfleld. 
Anonymous. 

$30.0. 

Rev.  H.  Brunet. 

$25.00. 
Rt.  Rev.   G.  Murray, 

C.SS.R. 
Anonymous. 
J.  M.  Dooley. 

$20.00. 

A  Friend. 
L.C.F. 

C.N.D.,  Ottawa. 

$15.00. 

Most  Rev.  James 
McGuigan. 

$10.00. 

Rev.  E.  Journault,  C.SS.R. 
Rev.  Geo.  Prance. 
Stella  Murray. 
Mrs.  Jas.  Cochrane. 
Rev.  M.  J.  McGrath. 
Convent  of  Sacred  Heart. 

Halifax. 
W.  L.  Scott. 
F.  J.  Hogan. 
Mrs.  Langmuir. 
Ina  Larkin. 
Loretto  Martin. 

$8.00. 

Irene  Coleman. 

$5.00. 

Rev.  W.  L.  Heynen. 
Rev.  J.  P.  Gleeson. 
Msgr.  Corbett,  R:I:P: 
Rev.  V.  Smith. 
Rev.  K.  J.  McRae. 
K.  Maher. 
E.  Gibson. 
Robt.  Mackell. 
J.  L.  Murray. 
Eliz.  Whelan. 
P.  McHugh. 
Annie  Palmer. 
Frances  Burton. 
A.  Friend. 
I.  McVey. 
Mary  Costley. 
Jas.  Cloran. 
James  R.  R:  Elliott. 
Bazaar  held   by  Mgt. 
Deakin,  Y.M.C.K. 


To  Keep  Out  the  Cold. 

We  have  received  from  Mrs. 
W.  J.  Ellard,  of  Toronto,  a  beau- 
tiful patch  work  quilt  to  be 
used  in  raising  funds  for  our 
Western  missions.  Much  time 
and  patience  must  have  been 
devoted  to  the  fashioning  of 
such  an  intricate  piece  of  handi- 
work, and  we  thank  the  donor 
most  sincerely. 


Joy  For  the  Children. 

Mrs.  Ellard  has  also  sent  in  a 
box  of  toys  (over  200)  for  the 
children  at  the  Settlement. 
What  happiness  this  will  bring 


to  the  little  ones!  Remembering 
our  own  childhood,  we  know 
full  well  that  Christmas  with- 
out toys  is  a  dreary  prospect 
for  children. 


Ammunition    For    the  Western 
Front. 

We  also  wish  to  thank  Miss 
Margaret  Murphy,  of  Brooklyn. 
N.Y.,  for  an  assortment  of  pray- 
er-books, rosaries,  holy  cards, 
etc.,  for  distribution  in  the 
West.  We  are  sure  these  reli- 
gious articles  will  be  very  useful 
in  helping  on  our  apostolate  on 
the  Western  front. 


M] 


Charles  F.  Baillie. 


[R.  Charles  F.  Baillie. 
who  died  some  months 
ago,  was  a  great  admirer 
and  friend  of  our  misson- 
ary  work.  The  desire  to 
extend  the  Kingdom  of 
God  in  his  own  country 
dominated  his  life.  His 
last  will  bears  testimony 
to  this  Christian  desire 
of  his  heart. 

A  "will"  indeed  reflects 
the  life  and  character  of 
its  maker.  The  interests, 
affections  and  sorrows 
that  hold  our  soul  dur- 
ing life  find  in  it  their 
last  and  final  expression. 
This  document  is  in  real- 
ity the  lengthened  sha- 
dow which  persists  when 
the  sun  has  set  "and 
night  cometh  when  no 
man  can  work." 

The  name  of  Mr.  Baillie 
will  always  be  remembered 
with  gratitude  in  the 
prayers  of  our  Sisters. 
Through  their  missionary 
efforts,  which  he  has 
helped  to  support,  his 
benefactions  will  con- 
tinue to  work  for  the 
glory  of  God  and  the  good 
of  souls.  R.I.P. 

G.  D. 


CONTRIBUTION'S. 

$3.50. 

Mrs.  J.  Bell. 

$3.00. 

Ella  Frances  Lynch. 
Rev.  Father  Dugal. 
Rev.  M.  Halm. 

$2.00. 

Rev.  A.  J.  K.  McDonald. 
Rev.  P.  L.  Belliveau. 
S.  H.  Mission  Unit. 
Seminary  of  Philosophy. 
Sisters  of  Holy  Cross. 
Mgt.  Piggott. 
Ben  Tighe. 
Thos.  Bains. 
W.  P.  Hourigan. 
M.  Murphy. 
Mary  Layde. 

$1.00. 

E.  A.  Connolly. 

A.  McQuilkin. 
P.  Griffin. 
Frances  Scott. 
E.  Gendron. 
Miss  Sullivan. 
E.  Neundorf. 

B.  Blickstead. 
Mary  Green. 
V.  M.  Glavey. 
M.  J.  O'Connell. 
J.  P.  Lewis. 

J.  MacDonald. 

Honorary  Members. 

Rev.  Thos.  Heffernan. 
Miss  M.  Stewart. 
Misses  Costello. 
Mary  Black. 
Ida  Dawson. 

Dime  Savers. 

$9.00. 

Catherine  Walsh. 

$3.00. 

Ellen  Kavanagh. 
Clorinda  Beggin. 
Agnes  Palmer. 
Kathryn  Murphy. 
Montreal  Hostel  Girls. 
Helen  McGuire. 

$2.00. 
A  Montreal  Friend. 
$1.00. 

Miss  Fisher. 


HE  WHO  HAS  LOVED  THE  POOR  WILL  SEE  DEATH  APPROACH  WITHOUT  FEAR. 
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Christmas  Is  the  Feast 
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The  Law  of  Love  Is  to  G ive 


We  Are  Thinking  of  Gifts 
for  Our  Dear  Ones 


What  Are  We  Offering  the 
Infant  King  of  Love? 


"/  have  come  to  serve 


titers?  of  §2>erbtce 


z^^HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
n     home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Canada 
Needs 

the 
Sisters 

of 
Service 


Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate — 60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 


Halifax.  N.S  Port  Work 

Quebec,  Que   Port  Work 

Montreal,  Que  Hostel 

Toronto,  Out  Hostel 

Winnipeg,  Man  Hostel 

Camp  Morton.  Man  2  Schools 


Edmonton,  Alta. 
Edmonton.  Alta. 
Yilna,  Alta.   .  .  . 
Edson,  Alta 
St.  Brides,  Alta. 
Vancouver,  B.C. 


Catechetical  Centre 

 Hostel 

 Hospital 

 Hospital 

 School 

 Hostel 


Ottawa.  Out  lloste 

Correspondence  is  Invited 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
—  Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 
"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 
►£<  N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"Surely  the  Lord  has  inspired  this  foundation 
.    .    .  The  prospect  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service' 
comes  as  a  ray  of  light  and  a  beam  of  hope.'' 
Timothy  Casey, 
Archbishop  of  Vancouver. 

"Happy  was  the  inspiration  that  led  to  the 
foundation  of  the  new  Sisterhood  of  the  'Sisters  of 
Service,'  whose  specific  work  will  be  the  most 
abandoned  souls,  particularly  throughout  our 
Western  Provinces." 

O.  E.  Ma  run- r, 

Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 

J.  T.  McXally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them   at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

►J*  Nicetas  Budka, 
Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

' '  The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   Is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
— Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  S,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.    Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.    W.  Beatty,   Chairman  and  President. 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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EDITJORIAL^m 

Our  Annuity  Plan 


UNDOUBTEDLY  every  true  and  practical 
Catholic  desires  to  help  to  extend  the  King- 
dom of  God  on  earth.  How  often  has  he  not 
expressed  this  wish  in  the  Master's  prayer:  "Thy 
Kingdom  come !"  "Willingly  he  would  donate 
substantial  sums  for  this  divine  purpose.  Yet 
the  exigencies  of  life,  the  uncertainty  of  the  fu- 
ture, will  not  very  often  allow  him  to  do  so.  He 
contents  himself  by  giving  .now  and  then  a  few 
spare  dollars  to  some  missionary  appeal  which 
comes  his  way.  In  his  last  will  the  interests  of 
Mother  Church,  indeed,  shall  not  be  forgotten. 
He  is  conscious  of  the  fact  that  a  will  in  which  the 
interests  of  Cod  have  no  share  is  not  worthy  of  a 
true  Catholic. 

But  why  wait  until  death  to  give  to  Cod  and 
the  Church  their  share?  There  is  a  way  whereby 
this  "last  will'  -  can  he  now  made  secure  without, 
depriving  oneself  of  the  income  of  the  money 
which  one  may  wish  to  leave  to  the  missionary 
work  of  the  Church.  This  may  he  done  by  "the 
annuity  plan"  of  the  Catholic  and  National  En- 
deavour of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  This  is  in 
reality  a  better  plan  than  by  our  last  will  to  leave 
money  for  the  Home  Missions. 

What  Is  Our  Annuity  Plan? 

The  annuity  bond  or  agreement  is  a  contract 
hy  which  persons  interested  in  our  missionary 
work  can  invest  funds  with  the  Institute  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  with  the  express  understanding 
and  binding  obligation  that  the  Institute  pags  them 
jive  per  cent,  on  their  money  as  long  as  they  live 
and  after  death  applies  this  capital  thus  invested 
for  the  purpose  of  its  missionary  worlt. 


Advantages  of  the  Annuity  Plan. 

The  advantages  of  our  annuity  plan  are  many, 
whether  we  consider  it  from  a  material  or  spiritual 
point  of  view. 

Security  and  revenue  are  the  ear-marks  of  a 
good  and  sound  investment.  Our  annuity  bond  is 
a  gilt-edged  security,  because  it  is  backed  by  the 
greatest  moral  credit  one  can  offer.  Behind  the 
bond  is  the  whole  Institute,  with  its  properties 
throughout  the  Dominion,  with  the  safeguards  of 
('anon  Law,  with  the  full  consciousness  of  its  moral 
obligations.  The  Institute  is  bound  to  re-invest 
the  money  of  the  "annuitant"  in  high  grade  secur- 
ities to  meet  the  interest  due  to  him.  This  eon- 
tract  is  an  agreement  that  binds  under  the  laws 
of  the  Church  and  of  the  Country. 

The  interest  of  five  per  cent.  (5%)  is  paid 
promptly  and  punctually  semi-annually  to  the 
holder  of  our  annuity  bond.  Our  cheque  reaches 
him  without  fail  at  each  interest  date. 

Being  a  charitable  gift,  the  money  given  over 
in  annuities  to  the  Institute  is  free  from  income- 
tax,  succession  duties,  and  cost  of  administration, 
which  occur  in  the  execution  of  a  will  after  death 
and  eat  up  substantial  sums  of  the  principal.  It 
prevents  all  possibility  of  contests  and  litigation, 
which  in  so  many  cases  have  dissipated  the  monev 
of  estates  and  robbed  the  donors  of  their  charitable 
intentions. 

So,  in  reality,  one  who  gives  to  the  Sisters  of 
Service  an  annuity  fund  "becomes  the  executor 
of  his  own  will."  He  makes  a  safe  investment, 
and  assures  himself  a  profitable  income  for  life 
and  at  the  same  time  becomes  a  shareholder  in  life 
and  after  death  in  our  missionary  work  for  the 
Church  in  Canada. 


HE  DOUBLES  HIS  GIFT  WHO  GIVES  IN  TIME. 
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Heavenly  Interest. 

Besides  the  advantages  of  a  financially  sound 
investment,  our  annuity  plan  has  the  added  fea- 
ture of  winning  heavenly  interest.  "When  death 
conies,  it  is  a  sweet  and  gratifying  thought  for  a 
practical  Catholic  that  some  of  his  life's  earnings 
will  be  wedded  to  the  upbuilding  of  the  Church 
in  his  own  country.  His  savings  invested  in  our 
missionary  endeavour  will  continue  to  work  for 
the  salvation  of  souls.  He  will  become  a  "share- 
holder" in  the  greatest  of  enterprises,  and  his 
memory  will  remain  sacred.  What  better  monu- 
ment would  one  wish  to  erect  to  commemorate 
his  passage  through  life?  How  many,  indeed,  sec 
their  hard-earned  savings  dissipated  in  a  few  years 
and  never  a  prayer  said  for  the  repose  of  their 
soul!  Make,  therefore,  during  your  lifetime. 
God's  interests  your  interests,  so  that  when  "the 
night  comet li  when  no  man  can  work."  your  char- 
ity will  plead  for  you  before  the  judgment  seat 
of  God.  #       #  # 

Already  some  friends  of  the  Institute  have 
taken  out  these  S.O.S.  Annuity  Bonds.  The  in- 
terest is  paid  regularly  to  them,  and  at  their 
death  the  principal  invested  will  continue  to  work 
for  our  Canadian  Missions.  They  are  among  our 
benefactors,  and  the  prayers  and  sacrifices  of 
our  Missionary  Sisters  are  assured  them  during 
their  life  and  after  death. 

So.  to  sum  up  in  a  word:  Our  Annuity  Bond 
means  a  safe,  liberal  income  while  you  live  and 
the  highest  service  to  God  after  your  death.  Act, 
therefore,  before  the  lonyr  "night  eometh." 


TEN  YEARS'  IN  THE  MASTER'S 
SERVICE. 

A  beautiful  illustrated  pamphlet  describ- 
ing the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  "from 
sea  to  sea."  Price  50c. 


OUR  CARDINAL 

IN  HOME,  on  March  13th,  His  Excellency  J.  M. 
Rodrigue  Villeneuve,  O.M.I.,  received  the  high 
honours  of  the  Cardinalate.  The  humble  mis- 
sionary of  yesterday  is  to-day  a  Prince  of  the 
Church.  The  glory  of  his  election  sheds  lustre 
on  the  Church  in  Canada,  and  particularly  on 
the  old  and  venerable  See  of  Quebec. 

The  Catholics  of  our  Dominion  are  pleased  to 
see  a  son  of  the  Oblates  of  Mary  Immaculate, 
those  pioneer  missionaries  who  have  laboured,  and 
still  labour,  so  self-sacrifieingly  for  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Church  in  our  vast  Home  Mission 
Field,  called  by  the  Holy  Father  to  the  supreme 
honours  of  the  Cardinalate. 

Their  prayers  go  to  God  and  Mary  Immacu- 
late that  many  years  be  granted  to  His  Eminence 
for  a  fruitful  career. 

The  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  has,  we 
know,  a  friend  in  our  new  Cardinal.  The  fol- 
lowing letter,  written  on  the  eve  of  his  departure 
for  Rome,  is  a  tangible  proof  and  a  cherished 
testimony  of  his  interest  in  its  missionary  en- 
deavour. 

February  10th,  1933. 

Dear  Father  Daly, 

I  have  read  with  deep  interest  the  booklet 
recently  published  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  to  com- 
memorate the  tenth  anniversary  of  their  foundation, 

entitled  "Ten  Years   in  the  Master's    Service,  1922- 

1932." 

While  I  was  already  aware  of  the  good  work 
being  carried  out  by  the  Sisters  in  our  great  country, 
I  did  not  fully  realize  the  extent  of  it  until  I  read 
this  interesting  booklet.  Their  work  is  filling  a 
real  need  in  the  Church,  and  it  has  my  cordial  ap- 
proval. 

The  Sisters  seem  to  have  solved  successfully 
the  difficult  problem  of  adapting  the  religious  life  to 
the  trend  of  the  times  and  to  the  demands  of  new 
and  specific  problems  without  sacrificing  in  the  least 
the  essential  principles  of  religious  life. 

The  remarkable  progress  achieved  in  such  a  short 
period  is  most  gratifying  and  encouraging  to  all  con- 
cerned. I  most  heartily  congratulate  you  and  the 
good  Sisters,  and  I  pray  God  that  he  may  continue 
to  bless  you,  the  community  and  its  excellent  work. 

I  remain,  dear  Father  Daly,  yours  devotedly  in 
Christ  and  M.  I. 

K  J.  M.  RODRIGUE  VILLENEUVE,  O.M.I., 
Archbishop  of  Quebec. 


A  GREAT  GAP  MAY  BE  FILLED  AVITH  SMALL  STONES. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


IN  GOD  AVE  TRUST. 

Missionary  endeavours  are  total- 
ly dependent  on  the  generosity  of 
the  Catholic  people.  In  times  like 
these,  when  the  economic  pressure 
has  flattened  the  ordinary  purse 
into  a  mere  phantom  of  what  it 
used  to  be,  our  work  is  suffering 
for  lack  of  financial  support.  At 
times  it  is  rather  disheartening. 
The  Sisters,  who  have  given  freely 
their  very  life  —  and  what  is  more 
precious,  than  the  gift  of  life  ser- 
vice? —  wonder  at  times  where 
the  next  dollar  is  to  be  found.  Yet 
they  cheerfully  "carry  on" — know- 
ing that  a  kind  and  loving  Provi- 
dence will  not  abandon  them.  For 
God  alone  they  labour,  and  God 
will  come  to  their  rescue. 

We  are  therefore  confident  that 
our  Lenten  appeal  will  meet  with 
a  hearty  and  generous  response 
from  the  friends  of  the  Institute. 
We  know  this  means  "a  sacrifice." 
But  is  it  not  with  "sacrifice"  that 
the  work  of  redemption  is  accom- 
plished. Our  trust  in  God  will  be 
mirrored  in  that  trust  we  have  in 
you,  dear  friends  of  our  missionary 
endeavour.  You  will  not  fail  us 
in  our  hour  of  need;  and  that  need, 
we  can  assure  you,  is  now  very 
pressing  out  West. — G.D. 

*     *  * 

O  YE  OF  LITTLE  FAITH! 

Faith,  undaunted  Faith,  can 
boldly  face  the  dark  clouds  which 
have  gathered  over  the  Church  in 
various  Catholic  countries.  One  has 
to  go  back  to  the  times  of  Nero, 
of  the  Reformation,  of  the  French 
Revolution,  to  find  persecution  so 
violent,  so  general,  as  that  witness- 
ed to-day  in  Mexico,  Spain  and 
Russia.  The  very  destruction  of 
the  Church  is  the  aim  and  boast 
of  her  enemies. 

As  this  storm  sweeps  over  the 
world,  uprooting  the  work  of  cen- 
turies, the  souls  of  some  Catholics 
are  somewhat  perturbed.  Doubt 
follows  in  the  wake  of  their  anxi- 
eties. This  doubt,  though  often 
unexpressed,  is  yet  very  real.  How 
well  could  the  Divine  Saviour  re- 
peat to  these  doubtful  Catholics 
the  very  words  He  one  day  ad- 
dressed to  His  Disciples:  "What 
do  you  think  within  yourselves,  O 
ye  of  little  faith?" 

Persecution  is  the  haLl-mark  of 
Christianity.  Did  not  Jesus  Christ 
promise  it  to  His  Church?  And 
history  is  but  the  rehearsal  of  her 
bitter  struggles  —  always  crowned 
by    victories.    The    Church,  like 


God,  is  patient,  because  she  is  eter- 
nal. She  has  the  promise  of  that 
life  eternal,  and  she  knows  that  the 
gates  of  Hell   cannot  prevail. 

To-day,  as  of  old,  the  Master 
walks  on  the  rising  waves  of  perse- 
cution. To  us  all  He  says  again: 
"Be  of  good  heart;  it  is  I,  fear  ye 
not."  If,  like  Peter,  "seeing  the 
wind  strong,"  we  are  afraid  and 
begin  to  sink  and  cry  out:  Lord, 
save  us,"  He  will  come  to  us  on 
the  troubled  waters,  and,  stretching 
out  His  powerful  Hand,  will  take 
hold  of  us,  saying:  O  ye  of  little 
faith,  why  did  ye  doubt?" 

G.  D. 

*  #  * 

OUR  RESPONSIBILITIES. 

The  distinctive  characteristic  of 
a  good,  practical  Catholic  is  pre- 
cisely the  consciousness  and  the 
ever-present  urge  of  his  social  re- 
sponsibilities to  Mother  Church. 
Did  not,  indeed,  the  Divine  Sav- 
iour give  this  as  the  sign  of  His 
true  disciples  when  He  said  that 
they  would  be  "His"  if  they  loved 
one  another? 

One  of  the  greatest  fields  in  which 
one  is  called  to  discharge  these  re- 
sponsibilities is  undoubtedly  our 
Home  Mission  Field.  There  Catho- 
lics, for  want  of  contact  with  the 
Church,  are  exposed  to  the  loss  of 
their  Faith.  Already  our  losses 
have  been  heavy,  and  will  be  great- 
er in  the  future  if  we  Catholics  of 
the  East  do  not  come  <.o  the  rescue. 
This  will  not  happen  if  we  realize 
our  responsibilities  and  meet  them 
fearlessly  and  generously.  Let  us 
become  more  and  more  mission- 
minded,  and  thus  fulfil  the  great- 
est of  all  precepts  —  Christian 
charity. 

*     *  * 
DANGER  AHEAD! 

There  are  various  issues  now 
before  the  public  of  Canada 
—  such  as  our  railways.,  the 
tariff,  our  banking  system  — 
which  are  liable  to  emphasize  the 
geographical  zones  of  our  Domi- 
nion and  give  justification  to  Kip- 
ling's "East  is  East  and  West  is 
West  and  never  the  twain  shall 
meet."  Economics,  it  is  true,  na- 
turally follow  geographical  lines. 
Our  natural  markets  lie  in  the  di- 
rection of  North  and  South  rather 
than  East  and  West.  Between  our 
East  and  our  West  stands  that  bar- 
ren and  unproductive  tract  of 
Northern  Ontario  which  breaks,  as 
it  were,  the  continuity  of  our  home 
market.  Only  an  intense  feeling 
of  national  pride  and  ambition  is 


able  to  overcome  these  barriers 
and  bring  us  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  dream  of  every  loyal  Canadian 
— "No  East,  no  West  —  just  Cana- 
da." G.D. 


to 

THE  FIELD 
AT  HOME" 


for  these 


REASONS! 


i   "Because  as  a  Catholic  Cana- 
ry dian  I  am  deeply  interested 
in  our  great  Home  Mission 
Field. 

j-j  "Because  the  "Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice"  have  been  founded  to 
labour  in  that  Field  where 
the  leakage  of  our  Catholic 
forces  is  the  greatest. 

"Because  by  subscribing  to 
their  missionary  magazine  I 
wish  to  share  in  their  noble 
"Catholic  and  National  endea- 
vour." 


My  Name  

My  Address 


THE  MORE  AVE  GIVE,  THE  MORE  AVE  LIVE. 
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EASTER  GREETINGS. 

CHRIST    IS    RISEN.    ALLELUIA ! 
May  the  joy  and  the  peace 

Of  a  new  Easter  Day 
Roll  the  stone  of  unrest 

And  misgiving  away, 
And  your  soul  re-awake 

To  the  beauty  and  love 
That  we  daily  receive 

From  the  Father  above. 

Easter  is  late  in  coming  this 
year,  so  we  are,  perhaps,  rather 
early  with  our  Easter  wishes. 
But  even  though  we  are  yet  in 
the  shadowy  days  of  Lent,  away 
on  the  horizon  we  can  discern 
the  first  faint  rays  of  Easter 
glory.  And  our  greetings  are 
none  the  less  sincere  for  being  a 
little  ahead  of  time. 

Some  one  has  said:  "Accord- 
ing to  your  Crucifixion  will  be 
your  Resurrection."  That  is  to 
say,  your  joy  with  the  Risen  Sa- 
viour will  correspond  with  the 
sincerity  with  which  you  cruci- 
fied self  during  the  days  com- 
memorating His  Passion ;  we 
must  suffer  with  Him  if  we 
would  rise  with  Him. 


ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


So,  from  our  hearts, 
we   wish   you  for  the 
remaining  days  of  Lent 
a  true  spirit  of  morti- 
fication   and    for  the 
Joyful  Feast  of  Easter — the  ra- 
diant exaltation  of  the  Resur- 
rection.       #    t  „ 

RETREAT. 

How  welcome  the  invitation  of 
the  Master:  "Come  ye  apart 
and  rest  awhile."  Rest  from  the 
-noise  and  strain  of  active  war- 
fare; rest  from  the  cares  and 
anxieties  of  every-day  life ;  rest 
beside  calm,  still  waters  in  close 
companionship  with  Cod.  Bless- 
ed days  of  Retreat!  "When  the 
soul  drinks  deep  of  life-giving 
streams  of  grace,  and  the  em- 
bers of  Divine  Love  that  per- 
chance have  been  smothered  by 
a  thousand  engrossing  interests 
are  rekindled  to  a  burning  fire. 

Our  mid-winter  Retreat,  which 
opened  on  the  evening  of  Janu- 
ary 24th  and  ended  on  the  Feast 
of  the  Purification,  was  given  at 
the  Novitiate  by  the  Rev.  Father 
Keogh,  C.SS.R,  Twenty-eight 
Sisters  had  the  privilege  of  at- 
tending the  exercises. 


THANKS! 

We  wish  to  express  our  thanks 
to  the  Oakville  Subdivision  of  the 
Catholic  Women's  League  for  a  fine 
assortment  of  fruit  and  pickles  do- 
nated to  our  Novitiate. 

We  also  acknowledge  receipt  of  a 
useful  collection  of  Clothing  from 
Mrs.  Hylton  and  Mirs.  Kelly  of  Tor- 
onto for  distribution  on  our  West- 
ern missions. 


FINAL  PROFESSION. 

The  third  Final  Profession  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  took  place 
in  the  Mother  House  Chapel  on 
February  2nd,  at  8.00  a.m.  The 
Feast  Day  Mass  was  celebrated 
by  His  Excellency  Archbishop 
McNeil,  assisted  by  Rev.  Father 
Daly  and  Rev.  Father  Fitzger- 
ald. At  the  conclusion  of  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  His  Grace  intoned 
the  Veni  Creator  and  two  Sis- 
ters, kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar,  pronounced  the  vows  that 
bind  them  perpetually  to  the  love 
and  service  of  God. 

His  Excellency  in  congratu- 
lating the  Sisters  making  final 
vows  said  that  the  period  before 
Final  Profession  was  a  time  of 
probation  and  trial;  the  years  of 
testing  were  now  over  and  they 
had  been  admitted  to  the  happi- 
ness of  vowing  themselves  for- 
ever to  the  service  of  God  and 
the  Church.  The  Archbishop  al- 
so expressed  his  conviction  that 
the  Community  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  was  destined  to  do  great 
work  in  the  Church.  It  was  now 
firmly  established  as  a  power  for 
good  and  he  felt  safe  in  saying 
that  since  the  foundation  of  the 
Institute  at  least  10,000  souls 
had  been  helped  by  contact  with 
the  Sisters. 

The  Sisters  making  Final  Pro- 
fession were  Sister  Frances 
Church  (London,  England)  ;  and 
Sister  Mary  Rodgers  (Hamil- 
ton. Ontario). 


YOU  WILL  NEVER  GET  POORER  BY  WHAT  YOU  GIVE  TO  GOD. 
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PROFESSIONS  AT  THE 
NOVITIATE. 

On  February  2nd,  at  6.00  a.m., 
three  novices  made  their  First 
Religious  Profession  in  the  Novi- 
tiate Chapel.  The  ceremony  took 
place  immediately  after  Mass. 
the  Vows  being  received  by  the 
celebrant.  Rev.  Father  Keogh, 
C.SS.R.  The  Sisters  making  first 
vows  were  Sister  Marcella  Bo- 
l.an.  Bath.  N.B.;  Sister  Alice 
Toomey.  Belfast.  Ireland;  and 
Sister  Florence  MacNeil,  Castle 
Bay,  N.S. 

Six  postulants  received  the 
Holy  Habit  on  the  same  day. 

On  February  24th.  the  Feast 
of  St.  Matthias.  Sister  Jessie 
MacKinnon,  of  Motherwell,  Scot- 
land, made  her  First  Religious 
Profession,  her  vows  being  re- 
ceived by  the  Rev.  Father  Nea- 
lon.  Novitiate  chaplain. 


ON  ACTIVE  SERVICE. 

A  few  days  after  Profession 
the  newly-professed  left  their 
Novitiate  home  to  take  their 
places  in  the  vast  S.O.S.  mission 
field,  where  workers  are  so  ur- 
gently needed.  Sister  Bohan 
went  to  Edson  Hospital  and  Sis- 
ter  Toomey  to  Ottawa  Hostel, 
while  Sister  MacXeil  is  getting 
her  first  experience  of  mission 
life  in  the  Toronto  Hostel.  Sister 
MacKinnon  has  been  appointed 
to  the  Mother  House,  Toronto, 
for  the  present. 


The  Newly-Professed,  February.  1933 
WE  SHALT,  NEY 


SISTER  MARY  MACNEIL, 

S.O.S. 

In  the  Mount  Hope  Cemetery 
of  Toronto  a  fresh  mound  can  be 
seen.  There,  awaiting  the  glory 
of  the  Great  Day  of  Resurrec- 
tion, lies  the  body  of  Sister 
Mary  MacNeil.  Her  soul,  we 
confidently  hope,  is  enjoying  the 
bliss  of  eternal  union  with  the 
Master  to  whom  she  so  generous- 
ly offered  herself — for  life  or 
death. 

Sister  MacNeil  was  born  in 
Castle  Bay,  N.S.  She  entered 
the  Novitiate  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  August,  1931,  and 
from  the  first  showed  a  remark- 
able missionary  spirit.  She  long- 
ed with  all  the  eagerness  of  her 
youthful  soul  to  spend  her  life 
in  the  mission  field.  This  enthu- 
siasm was  not  dampened  by 
many  months  of  weary  illness, 
accepted  with  cheerful  resigna- 
tion, brightened  by  the  roseate 
hope  of  one  day  being  strong 
enough  to  "serve  on  the  mis- 
sions." 

But  the  Master  of  hearts  had 
other  designs.  He  wanted  her 
service,  indeed,  but  in  a  higher 
sphere.  Before  undergoing  a 
third  and  final  operation  she  was 
permitted  to  make  her  Holy 
Vows.  From  this  operation, 
which  took  place  in  November, 
she  never  fully  recovered,  al- 
though it  was  not  until  the  morn- 
ing of  January  26th  that  the  An- 
gel  of  Death  brought  the  final 
summons. 

"We  cannot  doubt  that  our 
dear  little  Sister,  whose  path  of 
service  lay  through  the  vale  of 
suffering  and  death,  is  continu- 
ing her  prayerful  and  loving  in- 
terest in  the  missionary  institute 
to  which  she  gave  such  whole- 
hearted devotion,  so  it  is  a  song 
of  victory  rather  than  a  dirge  of 
sorrow  that  echoes  in  our  hearts 
as  we  pray  in  the  words  of  Holy 
Mother  Church  : 

"Eternal  rest  give  unto  her,  O 
Lord, 

And  let  perpetual  light  shine 
upon  her." 

Ill  ENJOY  REAL  HAPPINESS  UN  T 


A  TRIBUTE. 

The  following  verses  were 
written  by  a  priest  at  the  time 
of  Sister  MacNeil's  death: 

She  came  in  the  fervor  of  youthful 
love 

To  offer  herself  to  God. 
Asking  but  courage  to  follow  Christ, 
And  walk  in  the  way  He  trod. 

She  asked  for  the  task  most  pleas- 
ing to  Him, 
Whatever  should  be  His  Will. 
In  the  service  of  Christ,  it  is  only 
the  great 
Who  have  heaviest  tasks  to  fulfil. 

Her  prayers  had  an  answer  from 

Chrisit  Himself, 
For  He  gave  her  a  task — His  own, 
To  be  raised  aloft  on  the  Cross  of 

pain, 

To  suffer  ana  die  alone. 

We  had  need  to  fathom  the  love  of 
Christ, 

And  the  meaning  of  Calvary's 
sign, 

To  know  what  the  value  of  suffer- 
ing is, 

How  the  beauty  of  pain  is  sub- 
lime. 

Rut  'tis  not  for  us  to  reckon  re- 
wards 

For  the  mystery  of  Grace  He  im- 
parts. 

We  know  that  He  loves  and  under- 
stands 

And  weighs  the  desire  of  hearts'. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  now  a 
bright  star 
In  the  Heavenly  Courts  above. 
She  has  come  to  reign,  through  the 
mystery  of  pain 
Near  the  Throne  in  the  Kingdom 
of  Love. 

And  may  it  not  be  like  a  martyr's 
crown 

That  she'll  win  from  her  Saviour, 
dear, 

When  she  stands  by  His  Throne  and 
whispers  low: 
"I  have  come  to  serve  Thee 
here." 


APOSTOLIC    DELEGATE  VISITS 
NOVITIATE. 

On  March  12th  our  Novitiate  was 
honoured  by  a  visit  from  the  Apos- 
tolic Delegate,  His  Excellency  Most 
Rev.  Andrea  Cassulo,  accompanied 
by  His  Excellency  Archbishop  Mac- 
Neil, of  Toronto.  His  Excellency 
spoke  to  the  novices  of  his  deep  in- 
terest in  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  He  also  told  them  that  on 
his  last  visit  to  Rome  he  had  spoken 
to  the  Holy  Father  of  our  Institute, 
and  His  Holiness  has  been  pleased 
to  send  his  blessing  to  the  Sisters 
of  Service  throughout  Canada. 

•j  IT  IS  SHARED. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


LIFE  AS  WE  LIVE 

IT  liS  the  Feast  of  Christ  the  King.  The  closing 
of  the  Mission  is  at  three  o'clock.  Though  it 
is  only  two,  the  church  is  being  rapidly  filled. 
At  three  all  the  available  sitting  space  is  taken, 
though  there  are  two  rows  of  chairs  in  the  aisles. 
By  four-thirty  the  Mission  is  over,  all  have  re- 
ceived the  Papal  Blessing,  and  having  attended 
so  well  during  the  entire  week,  in  many  cases  at 
considerable  sacrifice,  all  must  be  returning  to 
their  homes  with  renewed  strength  and  courage, 
since  their  God  is  not  to  be  outdone  in  generosity. 

We  come  immediately  to  our  little  convent, 
some  few  rods  from  the  church,  there  to  enjoy  a 
scene  one  would  go  far  to  see.  The  warm  after- 
noon sun  is  sparkling  on  the  snow,  and  for  hall' 
an  hour  the  people  may  be  seen  coming  down  the 
road,  many  in  wagons  filled  to  capacity,  some  in 
sleighs  with  the  teams  stepping  briskly  and  the 
bells  jingling  merrily,  still  others  walking  to  their 
homes  a  mile  or  so  distant.  True,  the  price  of 
wheat  is  low,  and  there  is  a  great  deal  of  labor 
necessary  to  get  even  the  barest  necessities,  but 
where  would  one  find  faces  so  genuinely  happy 
amongst  those  who  have  all  that  the  world  has 
1o  offer. 

A  casual  visitor  to  St.  Bride's  could  not  but 
wonder  what  the  four  Sisters  there  would  find 
to  do  all  day.  Certainly  it  won't  be  answering 
the  telephone  or  door  bell,  because  telephone 
there  is  none,  and  the  ringing  of  the  door-bell, 
outside  of  stated  times  to  announce  the  arrival 
of  the  milk,  is  of  rare  occurrence. 

But  let  us  spend  a  day  at  their  new  convent 
home.  Early  in  the  morning  the  fires  must  be 
lit,  for  Alberta  nights  are  cold.  After  morning 
prayers  and  meditation  the  Sisters  go  to  Mass 
in  the  church,  then  return  for  breakfast.  Soon 
it  is  time  to  go  to  school  there  to  spend  a  busy 

WE  ARE  CATHOLICS  IN  AS 


IT  AT  ST.  BRIDE'S 

day,  for  all  the  grades  are  taught  up  to  Entrance 
to  University,  and  the  three  Sisters  have  an  en- 
rolment of  one  hundred  and  fifty  pupils,  all  very 
much  alive  and  eager  to  learn.  The  morning 
pasises  quickly. 

At  noon  one  might  find  the  school  practically 
deserted,  but  one  need  not  go  far  to  find  a  thick- 
ly-populated slough,  which  is  frozen  solid  and 
makes  an  ideal  spot  for  recreation.  On  a  beauti- 
ful clear  day.  picture  one  hundred  and  fifty  girls 
and  boys  sliding,  sleighing,  skating  on  improvised 
skates,  and  all  that  children  may  find  to  do  on 
a  held  of  ice.  At  ten  minutes  to  one  the  bell  rings, 
for  it  is  an  eight-minute  walk  to  school. 

At  one  o'clock  all  are  ready  to  begin  the  af- 
ternoon's work.  Soon  it  is  three  o'clock,  and  we 
have  religious  instruction.  All  the  children  stay 
and  at  three-thirty  get  well  wrapped  before  start- 
ing for  home.  This  is  important,  because  most 
of  them  have  to  go  from  two  to  four  and  a  half 
miles.    1 11  a  few  minutes  the  sleighs  may  be  seen 
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On  the  Way  to  School.  St.  Bride's,  Alta. 

leaving  the  school,  with  the  smaller  children 
snuggling  under  the  blankets,  while  one  of  the 
older  hoys  or  girls  drives.  Every  few  minutes 
a  horse  is  guided  to  the  steps  of  the  school  where 
a  small  child  can  easily  mount.  By  a  quarter  of 
four  the  children  are  all  on  their  way  home. 
Then  the  teacher  is  ready  to  put  work  on  the 
blackboard  for  the  next  day,  and  all  too  soon  the 
shadows  lengthen,  and  we  realize  that  it  is  time 
to  go  to  the  church.  At  a  quarter  of  six  we  are 
greeted  by  the  Sister  who  has  been  at  home  all 
day.  She  is  the  busiest  missionary  of  all,  and 
docs  much  to  brighten  the  lives  of  the  others,  by 
her  warm  and  cheery  welcome  each  evening. 

Once  this  fall,  on  a  Sunday  afternoon  we  found 
time  to  explore,  and  discovered  just  four  miles 
distant,  a  beautiful  lake  called  Saddle  Lake,  it 
being  the  shape  of  a  saddle.  The  road  was  little 
travelled,  and  we  had  neglected  to  bring  our  axe 
to  remove  the  stumps,  which  persisted  in  remain- 
ing in  the  middle  of  the  road,  in  spite  of  our  ef- 
forts to  remove  them.  "We  were  abundantly  re- 
warded, however,  for  this  lake,  hidden  until  one 
is  at  its  shore,  is  lovely  beyond  description,  and 
reminds  one  of  the  beauties  of  Georgian  Bay.  We 
were  loath  to  return,  but  the  difficulties  of  the 
road  still  vivid  in  our  minds,  we  left  after  spend- 
ing there  two  delightful  hours. 

One  evening  about  eight-thirty  one  of  the 
girls  whose  home  is  here,  and  who  has  been  in 
Edmonton  for  some  months,  called  on  us.  A  few 
days  later  she  came  in  to  say  good-bye,  and  one 
of  the  Sisters  said,  "Are  you  glad  to  go  back?" 
Quite  frankly  she  said,  "Yes,  though  there 
Wouldn't  be  much  fun  for  the  girls  from  here  in 
Edmonton,  if  it  weren't  for  the  hostel,"  which  re- 
called to  our  minds  an  evening  spent  there  in 
August.  One  of  the  girls  was  playing  the  piano, 
a  Sister  accompanying  her  with  a  mandolin,  the 
rest  of  the  girls  strolling  in  at  will,  each  with  a 
cheery  "Hello,  Sisters,"  and  remaining  to  join  in 
the  fun,  singing,  dancing,  or  just  talking.  And 


it  was  encouraging  some  weeks  later  to  hear  just 
how  the  girls  felt  about  it. 

Of  course  the  Sisters  interest  themselves  in 
1  h o  needs  of  all  in  the  neighborhood,  ready  to 
"serve"  in  any  way  possible.  And  though  as  an 
Indian  chief  has  said.  "We  have  all  the  time  there 
is"  it  >i'oes  as  rapidly  at  St.  Bride's  as  elsewhere, 
and  there  never  seems  to  be  quite  enough. 

One  of  our  Sisters  tells  a  story  of  a  man  who 
went  shooting  every  evening,  in  Ireland.  Un- 
fortunately he  returned  each  evening  with  no 
game.  On  being  questioned,  "Did  you  get  a  bird 
to-night,  Mr.  Whelan?"  the  answer  was  invari- 
ably, "No,  but  I  allow  1  winged  it."  So  often  in 
our  work  among  souls  we  think  of  the  tragedy  it 
would  be  only  to  "wing"  them.  It  must  not  be. 
Every  Canadian  Catholic  should  help,  and  so. 
dear  readers,  we  ask  for  your  prayers  and  co- 
operation. 

S.M.D.,  S.O.s. 


CAMP  MORTON  CHURCH  DESTROYED 
BY  FIRE. 

Our  hearts  go  out  in  sympathy  to  the  pastor 
and  parishioners  of  Camp  Morton  for  the  loss  of 
their  beautiful  little  Church,  which  was  recently 
burned  to  the  ground. 

The  altar  was  already  in  flames  when  the  fire 
Mas  discovered,  so  it  was  impossible  to  save  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  In  less  than  an  hour  the 
whole  building  was  totally  destroyed,  and  it  was 
only  by  strenuous  and  unrelenting  efforts  that 
the  rectory  was  saved. 

This  is,  indeed,  a  sad  blow  to  both  priest  and 
people,  for  vestments,  sacred  vessels,  statues, 
banners,  organ  and  music  were  included  in  the 
holocaust.  The  labour  and  sacrifices  of  many 
}  ears  will  be  necessary  to  repair  the  havoc 
wrought  in  one  short  hour. 


•'See  how  they  ride!"     Schoolchildren  at  St.  Bride's. 


PROCRASTINATION  IS  THE  THIEF  OF  TIME — DO     IT  NOW. 
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SIDE  LIGHTS  ON  CORRECTING  LESSONS 


NO  doubt  our  readers  know  that  "Correcting' 
Lessons"  is  one  of  the  many  works  of  our 
little,  though  far-reaching,  Catechetical 
House.  It  sounds  quite  simple  and  most  unin- 
teresting1. How  tedious  and  irksome  it  must  be, 
some  of  you  undoubtedly  think.  Yes,  indeed,  it 
would  be  tedious  and  at  times  nerve-racking  if 
correcting  our  Catechism  lessons  simply  involved 
the  ordinary  correction  of  "Home  Work."  To  us 
it  is  the  most  interesting,  all-absorbing  and  glori- 
ous work  of  our  little  mission,. 

To  give  you  but  a  faint  idea  of  some  of  the 
duties  this  work  embraces,  the  entertainment  it 
affords,  but  at  times  the  sadness  it  implants,  we 
invite  you  to  spend  a  few  minutes  with  Sister  — 
while  correcting  lessons. 

With  pen  in  hand  and  desk  littered  with  paper, 
lessons,  envelopes,  holy  pictures  and  medals  to 
be  enclosed  with  each  lesson.  Catechism  books, 
etc.,  Sister  starts  her  morning's  work.  One  en- 
velope, with  answers  corrected  and  new  lesson 
enclosed,  is  dropped  on  the  floor  beside  her,  ready 
to  be  mailed  to  a  little  eager  heart  somewhere 
in  our  Dominion.  Another  one  is  let  fall  beside 
it,  then  a.  third,  but  Sister  now  gets  up  to  return 
in  a.  minute  with  beads  and  prayer  book  in  baud. 
Some  child  must  have  asked  for  them,  or  perhaps 
it  is  someone's  birthday.  Being  enclosed  with  the 
lesson,  another  is  picked  up  for  correction,  but 
this  one  soon  brings  Sister  to  her  feet  again 
to  go  in  search  of  some  material. 

Little  01  ga  M  .  is  learning  how  to  sew, 

and  wants  its  to  send  her  some  goods.  She  writes  : 
"Dear  Sisters — I  would  be  very  glad  if  you  could 
send  me  some  goods.  We  can't  afford  to  buy  any. 
My  cousin  sent  me  some  stuff  to  sew  with  and  1 
made  a  dress.  Ma  said  I  did  not  put  the  poekel 
on.  straight.  But  I  fixed  it,  and  she  likes  it  well." 
She  goes  on  to  say:  "I  am  very  welcome  of  you's 
dear  Sisters  of  sending  me  those  Catechism  les- 
sons regularly.  Every  time  it  comes  I  am  so 
anxious  to  answrer  the  questions.  I  have  learned 
a  lot  of  education  about  Christ  Our  Lord." 

We  become  engrossed  in  our  various  works 
again,  when  suddenly  laughter  is  heard. 

"What  are  the  answers  that  are  so  amusing 
this  morning,  Sister?" 

"Oh,  it's  little  Peter  K  again.  The  ques- 
tion is:  To  whom  did  God  appear  and  ask  for  the 
sacrifice  of  their  son?  Answer:  Abraham  Lin- 
coln !  Oh,  and  he  wants  to  know  where  to  find 
in  the  Bible  that  Christ  founded  the  Catholic 
Church  and  that  there  is  a  Purgatory.  The  poor 
pet,  his  dad  has  no  religion,  you  know,  but  his 
mother  is  doing  all  she  possibly  can  to  keep  the 


faith  alive  in  the  home.  You  know,  I  think  it 
would  be  a  good  idea  to  send  them  the  "Question 
Box." 

"Mrs.  H  ,  of  R  ,  writes  saying  that  in 

the  last  bundle  of  papers  we  sent  her  there  was  a 
magazine  of  "Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help,"  and 
she,  her  mother,  father,  husband  and  children 
wish  to  be  enrolled  in  the  Archconfraternity.  and 
would  like  us  to  send  in  their  names.  This  is  just 
one  of  the  many  proofs  that  Catholic  literature 
does  a  great  deal  of  good,  isn't  it?" 

"Oh,  dear!  Annie  B  is  not  going  to  let  us 

think  that  St.  Stephen  suffered  all  with  patience. 
Listen  to  this,  Sisters.  What  did  St.  Stephen  say 
to  the  Jews  when  being  stoned  to  death?  Answer: 
Oh,  you  mean  things!  will  you  stop  throwing 
stones  at  me? 

Every  now  and  then  we  would  see  Sister's 
face  brighten  up  with  a  smile,  but  at  times  sad- 
dened with  perhaps  some  news  of  sickness,  or 
perhaps  some  youngsters  are  telling  us  that  they 
haven't  any  shoes  or  warm  clothing  to  go  to 
school  in.  or  again  asking  us  if  they  have  to  go 
to  Church  on  Sundays  as  their  father,  or  mother 
does  not  go.  We  also  noticed  Sister  putting  aside 
several  letters  which  we  knew  were  for  us  to  read. 
Here  is  a  sample : 

"Dear  Sisters  of  Service  —  I  drop  them  few 
lines  to  thank  our  good  Sisters  of  Service  for  the 
pai'cels  I  received  from  the  good  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. We  also  thank  our  Sisters  of  Service  for 
the  papers  and  letters  we  get.  I  also  thank  God 
for  our  good  Sisters  of  Service  for  the  kind  deeds 
of  our  good  Sisters  of  Service.  Dear  Sisters  of 
Service,  we  are  still  praying  to  God  for  our  good 
Sisters  of  Service  to  bless  them  and  their  good 

works. — Sincerely,  Mrs.  P.S. — Every  parcel 

will  be  thankfully  received  and  used." 

Receiving  countless  numbers  of  letters,  re- 
quests for  prayer  beads,  prayer  books,  library 
books,  and  clothing,  intentions  to  be  placed  be- 
fore the  Blessed  Sacrament,  etc.  —  could  one 
consider  "correcting  lessons"  monotonous  or  dull? 
Oh,  indeed,  no!  On  the  contrary,  what  a  grand 
and  glorious  work  it  is!  Just  imagine  the  mil- 
lions of  souls  that  can  be  helped  and  saved,  the 
number  of  little  children  instructed,  the  unbeliev- 
ers enlightened  the  false  ideas  and  superstitions 
suppressed,  and  the  spread  of  paganism  checked 
through  it.  Surely  every  Catholic  has  in  his  or 
her  heart  these  ideals,  and  will  do  their  utmost 
in  helping  God's  little  "Power  House"  to  ac- 
complish the  many  wonders  "Correcting  Lessons" 
involves. 

S.  E.  W.,  S.O.S. 
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When    Travelling.  "ST.  PETER' 

We  owe  to  the  generosity  of  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  of  St.  Peter's.  North  End,  St.  John,  our  second 
Catechetical  Van. 

As  one  can  see  from  the  accompanying  illustra- 
tions, this  Van  is  in  the  form  of  a  Trailer  which  may 
be  hitched  on  to  an  ordinary  car.  When  the  Sisters 
arrive  at  the  locality  in  which  they  are  to  work,  the 
van  may  be  opened  up  in  the  shape  of  a  house,  afford- 
ing comparative  comfort  and  complete  privacy. 

The  advantage  of  this  new  arrangement  over  the 
old  van  lies  in  the  fact  that,  the  trailer  being  inde- 
pendent, it  may  be  opened  up  and  left  in  the  place 


VAN. 


VAN."  When  Stationary. 

considered  most  convenient  while  the  car  is  being 
used  for  visiting  among  the  people  and  rounding  up 
the  children. 

The  Catholic  Women's  League  of  St.  Peter's  have 
already  given  the  first  instalment  payment  on  this 
second  Van,  and  with  the  coming  of  Spring  it  will  be 
taken  out  into  the  Field. 

Sincere  thanks  are  due  to  the  members  of  St. 
Peter's  Parish  for  their  noble  efforts  to  help  the 
Church  through  the  Sisters,  who,  like  the  Good  Shep- 
herd, will  go  after  the  straying  lambs  and  bring  them 
back  into  the  safety  of  the  One  True  Fold. 


On  Our  Newest  Mission — Ottawa 


Welcoming-  Our  Girls. 

PRIOR  to  the  taking  over  of  Rosary  Hall  by 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  the  Overseas  Girls  in 
Ottawa  had  been  looked  after  at  the  Joan 
of  Arc  Institute,  where  the  Sisters  did  everything 
possible  to  make  things  pleasant  for  them.  With 
the  coming  of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  it  was  de- 
cided by  those  most  intimately  concerned  that 
these  girls  should  in  future  make  the  Rosary  Hall 
their  headquarters. 

Sunday  afternoon,  January  29th,  witnessed 
their  arrival,  en  masse.  The  Sisters  wel- 
comed them  heartily,  and  did  their  utmost 
to  make  them  realize  that  in  future  Rosary 
Hall  would  be  their  "home  away  from 
home."  Smiling  faces  and  happy  laughter  ex- 
pressed appreciation  of  the  interest  shown  in 
their  welfare,  and  it  was  easily  seen  that  the 
majority  would  need  little  coaxing  to  accept  the 
invitation  to  "come  back  soon  and  often." 

To  the  Heights. 

"I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  to  the  hills  from 
whence  cometh  my  help."  Over  and  over  again 
these  words  of  the  Psalmist  re-echoed  in  my  soul 
on  that  last  Sunday  afternoon  in  Ottawa  when 
we  had  the  opportunity  of  driving  through  the 
Gatineau  hills.  It  may  never  be  my  privilege  to 
See  the  actual  hills  that  inspired  King  David,  but 


surely  they  could  never  surpass  in  grandeur  this 
magnificent  range  of  snow-mantled  hill-tops. 

As  we  rode  higher  and  higher,  new  vistas  of 
beauty  opened  out  to  our  admiring  gaze.  The 
air  was  clear  and  cold;  the  sun,  shining  brightly 
from  a  cloudless  sky,  touched  the  snowy  land- 
scape to  dazzling  brilliance.  One  felt  at  times 
that  it  was  almost  too  much  radiance  for  the 
human  eye  to  bear,  and  one's  heart  would  catch 
in  that  painful  ecstasy  that  grips  the  emotions 
in  the  presence  of  a  thing-  too  beautiful. 

Our  kind  friends  assured  us  that  the  view  is 
much  prettier  in  the  summer,  and  regretted  the 
fact  that  we  could  not  see  this  beauty-spot  of 
Canada  at  its  loveliest.  Prettier  it  may  be,  but 
surely  it  could  never  be  grander  or  more  majes- 
tic. 

We  were  especially  interested  in  "Lightning 
Mountain,"  so  called  from  the  fact  that  no  light- 
ning storm  within  its  radius  has  ever  failed  to 
strike  it.  There  are  signs  erected  warning  climb- 
ers and  drivers  not  to  ascend  during  electrical 
storms.  This  mountain  probably  contains  within 
its  mighty  bosom  certain  minerals  which  convert 
it  into  a  sort  of  gigantic  lightning-rod. 

As  the  sun  dropped  westward,  we,  too.  started 
to  descend,  reluctantly  bidding  farewell  to  the  hills 
and  valleys  of  Canada's  justly-famed  "little  Swit- 
zerland." S.  C.  A..  S.O.S. 


GOD  IS  NEVER  OUTDONE  IN  GENEROSITY. 
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HE  FIELD  AFAk 

Native  Clergy  Needed 


IN  a  letter  to  the  Directors  of 
the  Society  of  St.  Peter  the 
Apostle,  His  Excellency,  Msgr. 
Charles  Salotti  stresses  em- 
phatically the  pressing  need  for 
the  training  of  native  priests  in 
Catholic  mission  territory.  Fol- 
lowing are  a  few  extracts  from 
this  important  letter  : — 

The  decade  of  'the  glorious  Ponti- 
ficate of  Pius  XI.  has  seen  accom- 
plished one  of  the  most  memorable 
prodigies  of  mission  life,  with  the 
conversion  of  6,000,000  unbeliev- 
ers. The  reason  for  this  has  been 
expressed  by  a  learned  Japanese 
in  the  following  words:  "Christi- 
anity preached  by  foreign  mission- 
aries can  be  thought  an  exotic  re- 
ligion. But  when  close  to  the  Vi- 
cars Apostolic  sent  from  Ramie  we 
see  a  flourishing  native'  priesthood, 
then  we  can  understand  better  that 
the  Catholic  religion  is  the  true 
religion  because  it  is  the  same  for 
all." 

Conversions  are  in  direct  propor- 
tion to  the  number  of  workers,  and 
complete  evangelization  of  the  peo- 
ple wilil  be  all  the  more  rapid  and 
secure  if  the  workers  are  not  only 
more  numerous,  but)  also  united 
to  the  people  among  whom  they 
are  working  by  'tie©  of  blood  and 
race.  Consequently,  the  missionary 
problem  of  to-day  may  be  expressed 
thus:  "Conversions  are  increasing 
because  vocations  are  increasing. 
And  because  conversions  are  in- 
creasing we  need  more  numerous 
vocations." 

In  truth,  the  conversion  of  the 
infidels  is  above  all  a  question  of 
vocations;  but  missionary  vocations 


will  always  be  too  few  if  we  do  not 
think  in  time  of  native  vocations 
which,  according  to  the  Encyclical 
"Rerum  Ecclesiae,"  must  furnish 
the  missions  with  such  a  number 
of  native  priests  that  these  alone 
will  be  sufficient  to  care  for  the 
communities  converted  from  pa- 
ganism. 

Leo  XIII.,  who  approved  and 
blessed  the  work  of  St.  Peter  the 
Apostle,  and  gave  to  India  a  theo- 
logical seminary  which  bears  his 
name,  repeated  to  a  missionary 
bishop  the  words  of  Innocent  XL: 
"We  will  be  more  happy  to  know 
that  yon  have  ordained  one  native 
priest  than  to  learn  that  you  have 
converted  50,000  pagans." 

Bishop  Salotti  reviews  here 
the.  extraordinary  progress  of 
the  mission  Seminaries  in  recent 
years :  There  are  now  about  400 
Seminaries,  some  of  them  very 
important  houses,  filled  with  16,- 
000  seminarians.    He  then  says: 

This  bright  vision  of  native  sem- 
inaries and  seminarians  is  the  shin- 
ing jewel  in  the  crown  of  the  Ponti- 
ficate of  Pius  XI.  These  coura- 
geous youths,  who  form  one  of  the 
most  cherished  and  elect  portions 
of  the  Church,  are  .living  and  true 
membersi  of  the  Church,  as  are  all 
candidates  to  the  priesthood,  but 
.  .  .  they  are  poor  and  often  sorely 
tried  and  afflicted.  True  sons,  they 
ask  for  sustenance  from  their  dis- 
tant brothers  in  order  to  grow  in 
the  hope  of  the  Church  and  be  mis- 
sionaries! and  apostles  to  their  fel- 
low-countrymen. Sixteen  thousand 
of  these  youths  are  depending  on 
charity. 


In  China,  in  many  places,  crops 
have  failed,  the  grain  has  been  de- 
stroyed, rice  is  lacking,  and  there 
is  fearful  hunger;  bandits  have 
wrought  destruction  over  vast 
areas;  elsewhere  floods  have  im- 
mersed whole  vicariates,  and  the 
seminarians  have  had  to  leave  their 
flooded  seminaries  and  flee  to  the 
mountains,  begging  their  food  and 
the  comfort  of  shelter. 

The  beginning  of  the  scholastic 
year  and  the  resumption  of  studies 
for  193  2-33  have  prepared  for  us 
happy  surprises  and  grave  preoccu- 
pations. The  number  of  our  semi- 
narians has  been  increased  by  two 
thousand,  but  it  is  sad  to  think 
that  only  because  of  lack  of  means 
it  has  been  necessary  to  refuse  ad- 
mission to  hundreds  of  youths,  who 
must  await  the  day  when  it  will  be 
possible  to  accept  them,  a  day 
which  some  may  never  see. 

The  serious  consideration  of 
these  truths  cannot  fail  to  im- 
press zealons  Catholics  with  the 
necessity  for  doing  everything 
possible  to  assist  native  aspirants 
to  the  priesthood.  Some  may  be 
in  a  position  to  help  financially, 
and  the  Lord  of  the  Missions  will 
bless  such  alms  abundantly.  We 
cannot  all  give  money,  but  we 
tan  all  help  by  prayer  and  sacri- 
fice, and  this  heavenly  coin  of 
petition  and  self-denial  cannot 
fail  to  purchase  miany  blessings 
and  graces  for  the  poor  native 
students,  who  are  struggling  to 
reach  the  goal  of  God's  Holv 
Altar. 


GOD  DEIGNS  TO  ASK  OUR  HELP — LET  US  NOT    REFUSE  HIM. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


I 


HIS  CHOSEN  ONES 


"His  people  go  to  victory, 
But  His  chosen   ones  to  die." 

HAVE  we  not  all  been 
thrilled  at  the  story  of 
some  great  leader  calling 
on  his  picked  men  to  face  certain 
death  in  order  to  break  the 
enemy's  ranks  and  open  the  way 
to  victory  ?  What  a  compliment 
to  he  one  of  those  chosen  ones ! 
True,  it  meant  death,  but  it  was 
a  glorious  death  —  a  death 
crowned  with  honour.  Best  of 
all,  it  meant  dying  with  their 
leader,  one  for  whom  and  with 
whom  they  considered  it  a  privi- 
lege to  die.  We  have,  perhaps, 
even  regretted  that  such  an  op- 
portunity could  not  be  ours. 

And  yet,  in  the  Church  of 
G-od,  our  Divine  Leader  is  every 
day  calling  His  chosen  ones  to 
just  such  a  privilege  on  a  far 
higher  plane.  The  men  and  wo- 
men in  the  priesthood  or  reli- 
gious life  are  His  picked  soldi- 
ers. He  has  called  them  to  die 
that  others  may  win  the  victory. 
They  die  to  the  world,  to  self,  to 
all  that  most  people  consider 
makes  life  worth  living.  And 
their  generous  self-immolation 
wins  the  grace  of  victory  for 
many  a  soul  who  might  other- 
wise surrender  before  the  on- 
slaughts of  the  enemy. 


We  cannot  conceive  of  any 
soldier,  so  specially  chosen,  re- 
fusing to  follow  his  leader  into 
the  very  jaws  of  death.  Why? 
Because  in  the  depths  of  our 
hearts  lies  the  rooted  conviction 
that  honour  is  far  dearer  than 
life.  Even  a  soldier  in  earth's 
army,  who  clings  to  a  miserable 
life,  when  chosen  to  die  a  glori- 
ous death  is  forever  branded 
with  cowardice.  Had  he  not 
been  chosen,  no  blame  could  be 
attached  to  him;  but  to  be  cho- 
sen and  refuse  —  there  lies  the 
disgrace ! 

Even  so  it  is  with  us.  We  are 
all  members  of  the  great  Chris- 
tian Army  from  the  day  of  our 
Baptism.  Each  one  is  pledged 
to  fight  manfully  against  the  en- 
emies of  Christ  our  King.  But 
ever  and  anon  He  singles  out  a 
few  —  one  here  and  one  there, 
sometimes  the  ones  that  human 
wisdom  would  deem  most  unfit- 
ted for  the  honour  —  and  in- 
vites them  to  join  one  of  His 
picked  regiments.  There  is  no 
compulsion;  one  may  refuse  the 
invitation  to  be  "His  Very 
Own";  but,  oh,  the  infinite  loss! 

True,  He  leads  "His  chosen 
ones  to  die."  We  must  die  to 
the  world,  die  to  the  cravings  of 
human  nature,  and,  above  all, 
die  to  self.   Yet,  what  a  compli- 


ment to  be  chosen  by  our  Cruci- 
fied Christ  to  follow  Him  even 
unto  death  in  His  fight  against 
the  forces1  of  evil ! 

He  leads  the  way.  He  does 
not  ask  us  to  battle  alone.  The 
strength  of  those  nail-pierced 
Hands  upholds  us;  we  struggle 
up  our  own  Calvarys  in  the 
blood-stained  footprints  of  our 
Beloved  Master.  And  in  spite 
of  the  anguish  that  necessarily 
accompanies  the  crucifixion  of 
self,  our  hearts  are  singing 
paens  of  victory.  We  are  dying 
with  our  Leader.  He  has  chosen 
us  and  nothing  —  not  even  the 
keenest  pangs  of  dying  nature — 
can  touch  the  joy  of  that  blessed 
privilege. 

We  instinctively  pay  homage 
to  generous  self-sacrifice.  The 
whole  world  bows  before  one 
who  gives  his  life  for  something 
— be  it  a  cause  or  a  person.  If 
then,  our  Divine  Leader  is  pay- 
ing us  the  compliment  of  choos- 
ing us  to  suffer  and  die  with  Him 
and  for  Him,  oh!  let  us  show 
our  appreciation  of  such  a  pre- 
cious privilege  by  answering  His 
call  eagerly  and  joyfully.  Could 
there  be  a  more  glorious  destiny? 

"His  people  go  to  victory, 
But  His  chosen  ones  to  die." 

S.C.A.,  S.O.S. 


THE  MASTER  CALLBTH  EOR  THEE. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


CANADIAN 


No  Gast—  noCQest  just  Canada. 

HOLOCAUST  i 


WE  are  proud  of  the  beauty  of  our  Canadian 
scenery,  whether  it  be  displayed  in  the  vast 
proportions  of  the  Rockies  or  the  gentler  rolling 
hills  of  Eastern  Canada.  It  is  also  a  vast  financial 
asset  in  the  tourist  traffic  that  it  brings.  Yet  we 
scarcely  realize  how  much  of  this  beauty  is  dependent 
on  the  green  mantle  of  forests  that  covers  much  of 
the  country.  Without  the  background  of  dark,  tim- 
ber-covered mountains  the  country  in  many  places 
would  be  merely  common- 
place, perhaps  even  barren 
and  repellent. 

In  a  short  space  of  time 
a  forest  fire  can  sweep 
through  a  stretch  of  forest 
lan|I  and  undo  the  slow 
work  of  centuries,  leaving 
a  blackened,  pitiful  waste 
that  is  an  offence  to  the 
eye.  And  recently  just 
such  a  fire  completely  de- 
vastated one  of  the  beauty 
spots  of  Western  Canada. 

Sweeping  over  the  moun- 
tain shoulder  into  a  high 
valley,  the  fire  burnt  mil- 
lions of  feet  of  valuable 
timber,  cedar  poles:  and 
other  marketable  wood,  in- 
cidentally ruining  what  had 
been  a  very  good  trapping 
ground.  In  the  beginning 
it  was  "an  act  of  God." 
Lightning  started  the  fire 
high  up  in  the  scattered 
timber  on  bare  cliffs,  two- 
thirds  of  the  way  up  the  mountain;  a  flash  from 
a  small  thunder  cloud,  born  of  summer  heat, 
that  passed  again  without  enough  rain  to  dampen 
the  fire  it  had  started.  It  did  not  look  as  if 
the  fire  could  do  much  damage  where  it  was.. 
The  forest  ranger  saw  it,  but  the  weather  was 
hot;  it  would  have  been  a  mean  piece  of  work  to 
climb  up  there  and  get  water  from  down  in  the  gully 
beside  it;  so  it  was  left  alone.  In  the  meantime, 
burning  logs  and  rubbish  let  loose  by  the  flames  rolled 
down  the  steep  mountain  side  into  thicker  timber. 


View  of  '-The 


more  burning  material  kept  on  rolling  until  it  reached 
the  base  of  the  mountain,  where  further  progress  of 
destruction  was  checked  by  a  small  river.  The  woods' 
were  as  dry  as  tinder  from  a  long  spell  of  dry  wea- 
ther, and  in  no  time  the  fire  was  completely  beyond 
control.  Then  followed  a  spectacular  display  of  "fire- 
works," of  flame  and  smoke,  that  lasted  for  days/  and 
left  black  destruction  in  its  wake.  It  only  took  the 
fire  a  few  short  hours  to  climb  from  the  bottom  of 

the  mountain  through  five 
thousand  feet  of  heavy 
timber  to  the  top,  and  the 
open  country  of  timber- 
line.  On  a  scorching  hot 
afternoon,  with  a  hot  little 
lifting  breeze,  the  flames 
began  to  gain  headway. 
Soon  the  rising  heat  of  its 
own  draft  began  to  carry 
the  fire  swiftly  up  the  hill- 
side. It  raced  up  at  times 
in  bursts  of  flame  that 
were  like  explosions;  solid 
sheets  of  living  scarlet  as 
much  as  five  hundred  feet 
or  more  in  depth,  licked 
up  through  the  thick  fir 
timber.  A  great  black 
column  of  smoke  towered 
into  the  sky.  The  draft  of 
rising  heat  from  the  fire 
was  such  that  fragments 
of  burnt  sticks  and  twigs, 
as  long  as  six  inches, 
chilly  cold  from  the  high 
altitudes  they  had  reached, 
fell  in  farmyards  a  mile  away  from  the  base 
of  the  burning  mountain.  A  steady  dull  roar 
like  distant  thunder  was  audible  from  the  fire 
even  after  the  holocaust  was  miles  away.  By 
nightfall  of  the  day  it  started  the  fire  had  veered 
away  over  the  high  shoulder  of  mountain  into  the 
thick  cedar  timber  of  a  tributary  valley.  There  a 
great  column  of  smoke  told  that  it  raged  with  even 
worse  fury.  It  went  on  for  day?,  and  a  heavy  pall  of 
smoke  settled  down  over  the  floor  of  the  main  valley 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


Rockies." 

(Courtesy  of  C.P.R.1 


FREELY  YOU  HAVE  RECEIVED — FREELY  GIVE. 
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Communism  in  Canada 


By  BARONESS  CATHERINE  DE  HUECK. 

THAT  Bolshevism  is  a  force  with  which  we  must 
contend  to-day  is  clear,  and  hasi  been  clear  for 
quite  a  few  years.  How  great  is  its  advance 
in  Canada  is  hard  to  determine.  One  thing  is  certain, 
it  is  much  greater  than  we  think.  Perhaps  a  few 
people  directly  connected  with  statistics  could  tell  us 
in  figures  the  number  of  Bolsheviks,  but  they  would 
never  be  able  to  figure  out  the  number  of  real 
sympathisers  their  teaching  has  in  this  country.  The 
sooner  we  face  the  truth  the  better  —  Communism  is 
gaining.  Some  of  the  factors  which  have  helped  this 
gain  are  obvious:  unemployment,  too  much  leisure, 
lower  standard  of  living;  but  others  are  more  subtle; 
it  almost  seems  that  it  has  become  fashionable  to 
be  what  is  known  in  Russia  as  a  "parlour  Bolshevik," 
meaning  a  person  who  talks  a  lot  about  it  but  does 
not  do  anything  in  either  direction.  Canada  to-day 
is  full  of  "parlour  Bolsheviks."  You  know  it  is  very 
easy  after  a  good,  well-served  meal,  sitting  by  a  cosy 
fire  punctuating  one's  discussion  with  sips  of  port,  to 

discuss:  "The  cleverness  of  those  fellows  

really,  Russia  is  not  a  bad  country,  you  know  .... 
indeed  the  five  year  plan  has  succeeded  .    .    .  there 

is  a  lot  in  those  Communistic  ideas  you 

know,  my  dear  fellow,  if  I  were  a  little  younger  I 

would  be  a  Communist  myself  Russia  will 

come  out  of  it  on  top  "  etc.,  ad  infinitum. 

Conversations  like  this  can  be  heard  throughout  the 
length  and  breadth  of  our  land.  Yet  how  dangerous 
they  are! 

We  seem  to  have  forgotten  that  one  cannot  play 
with  fire  and  not  be  burned;  touch  mud  and  remain 
clean.  Few  of  us  realize  the  utter  destructiveness 
of  Bolshevism.  One  of  their  outstanding  leaders, 
Boharin,  in  his  book,  "The  Program  of  the  Commu- 
nist," says:  "We  can  only  build  when  we  have  thor- 
oughly destroyed  old  conditions!."  That  destruction 
and  that  rebuilding  goes  on  in  Russia.  But  who  wants 
to  be  in  Russia  to-day? 

Communism  threatens  all  the  strongholds  of  Chris- 
tian civilization,  leading  itsi  attacks  on  two  fronts. 
One,  the  direct  attack  upon  our  political  system,  our 
religion  and  our  industrialism.  The  other,  so  much 
more  dangerous  because  more  subtle,  deals  with  the 
individual,  consists  in  an  underground  attack  that 
the  emissaries  of  the  U.S.S.R.  are  conducting  against 
our  most  precious  possession  —  the  youth  of  our 
country. 

Daily,  hourly,  using  all  means  to  that  end,  they 
poison  the  minds  and  the  souls  of  our  young  man- 
hood and  womanhood  with  their  immorality,  atheism 
and  blood-lust. 

No  one  is  more  blind  than  he  who  does  not  wish 
to  see,  no  one  more  deaf  than  he  who  does  not  wish 
to  hear!  This  could  be  applied  to  the  older  genera- 
tion of  Canada. 

Divide  and  rule  was  the  maxim  of  the  old  Roman 
Empire.  It  is  also  the  maxim  of  the  followers  of 
Karl  Marx.  Divide  the  soul  against  itself;  destroy 
the  only  foundation  of  to-day's  civilization  —  Chris- 
tianity —  and  you  will  be  able  to>  rule  over  Godless 
men;  yet  with  what  cunning  this  end  is  hidden  from 
those  to  whom  the  appeal  is  made.  Their  knight- 
hood is  aroused  by  a  call  to  the  revolutionary  front 
on  behalf  of  "the  poor  down-trodden  masses*."  Their 
lov©  for  adventure  is  catered  to  by  the  new,  glamor- 
ous, unheard  of  adventures  of  class  war.  Their  baser 
instincts  are  given  full  liberty  by  removing  all  the 


hampering  "bourgeois"  notions  of  religion,  sacredness 
of  marriage,  fidelity,  responsibility,  etc. 

What  forces  are  we  going  to  oppose  to  the  insidi- 
ous propaganda  and  challenge  of  our  enemies? 

(1)  First  and  foremost  —  religion,  the  only  real 
enemy  they  fear.  In  the  number  of  "The  Working 
Woman"  of  December  15th,  1932,  in  the  correspond- 
ence column,  we  read:  "Although  the  organization 
here  is.  small,  it  is  very  enthusiastic,  but  we  are  un- 
able to  reach  the  masses  of  Sidney,  Australia,  be- 
cause the  Catholic  Church  has  great  influence.  And 
although  we  can  successfully  fight  the  lay  organiza- 
tions of  the  capitalistic  system,  we  seem  unable  to 
pierce  through  these  minds  of  our  comrades  laden 
with  the  opium  of  religion.  Will  anyone  who  reads 
this  magazine  and  who  has  experience  in  propaganda 
against  the  organized  Catholic  front,  give  us  their 
advice?  This  isi  the  first  checkmate  we  have  received 
in  a  long  time,  and  we  would  like  information  to  help 
to  overcome  it." 

The  Church  stands  as  the  impregnable  fortress 
against  which  the  strongest  forces  of  the  enemy  can- 
not prevail.  Is  not  this  very  quest  for  information 
on  their  part  a  confession  of  failure  and  a  revelation 
of  the  potent  weapon  in  our  hands  against  these 
forces  of  darkness?  Let  us  really  support  our 
churches;  let  us  live  our  belief  daily,  because  in  it 
is  the  salvation  of  mankind;  but,  most  of  all,  let  us 
see  that  our  children  are  brought  up  with  a  full  know- 
ledge of  the  beauties  of  the  Faith,  for  this  is  going 
to  be  their  only  shield  against  all  the  wiles  and  hatred 
of  the  atheist.  Unless  we  believe  and  live  our  Chris- 
tian beliefs,  we  will  be  unable  to  withstand  Commu- 
nism. No  one  has  expressed  it  better  than  His  Holi- 
ness in  his  two  Encyclicals,  with  which  every  Catho- 
lic should  be  familiar. 

(2)  Knowledge:  We  can  only  fight  something  we 
know,  something  we  understand  thoroughly.  There- 
fore, let  us  study,  let  us  read  more,  so  that  we  will 
be  prepared  in  case  of  emergency.  The  feverish  activ- 
ity of  the  Bolshevik  camp  should  be  emulated  on 
this  side.  The  youth  they  are  trying  to  enlist  in  their 
ranks  should  be  given  the  opportunity  to  know  and 
organize  against  it.  Youth  should  be  able  to  go 
to  our  leaders  with  questions  and  receive  correct 
answers.  Let  us  produce  leaders,  then;  for  if  we 
are  going  to  continue  to  live  as  if  nothing  is  happen- 
ing outside  of  our  little  sphere  of  activities,  we  shall 
be  destroyed,  for  standing  still  means  going  back- 
ward. At  the  present  time  I  am  afraid  most  of  our 
Canadians  are  standing  Eitill.  One  who  has  been 
through  it  all  is  almost  tempted  to.  shout:  Keep  your 
lights  shining,  lest  this  darkness  should  overtake 
you  unawaresi! 


PRAYER  FOR  THE  PROPAGATION  OF 
THE  FAITH. 

Look  down,  O  God  our  Protector,  and  be- 
hold the  face  of  Thy  Christ,  Who  gave  Himself 
for  the  redemption  of  ali  mankind;  and  grant 
that,  from  the  rising  of  the  sun  unto  the  set- 
ting thereof,  Thy  Name  may  be  magnified  among 
the  nations,  and  that  in  every  place  a  clean 
oblation  may  be  sacrificed  and  offered  in  Thy 
Name.  Amen. 

— -(Mass  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith). 


GREAT  IS  THE  REWARD  OF  SACRIFICE. 
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CHILDREN'S  PAGES 


Dear  Young  People: 

The  joyous 
Easter  Alleluias  will 
soon  be  e  c  h  o  i  n  g 
throughout  the  Chris- 
tian world,  and  our 
hearts  will  rejoice  in 
the  victorious  triumph 
of  our  Risen  King.  But 
before  the  glory  of  the 
Resurrection  comes  the 
shame  and  suffering  of 
the  Crucifixion.  Good 
■  Friday  precedes  Easter, 

' '  first    the    Cross  and 
jB    \  then  the  Crown."  We 

tM         \  must  never  forget  this. 

\         This  was  true  of  our 
v  Divine  Leader  and  it  is 

M  true,  of  us  —  His  faith- 

^^^^  ful    followers.  Our 

...  ..  "  „  7  ,  Easter  joy  will  be  in 
Attention,  loung  People!  *  , 

proportion  to  the  gener- 
osity of  our  sacrifices  during  Lent,  and  especi- 
ally during  Holy  Week,  when  we  live  over  with 
Our  Blessed  Lord  the  agony  of  His  Passion  and 
Death. 

Let  us  not  be  satisfied  with  offering  Our  Cruci- 
fied King  the  sympathy  of  words  only.  Looking 
at  those  nail-pierced  Hands  and  that  thorn-crown- 
ed Head,  how  can  we  refrain  from  offering  at 
least  some  little  sacrifice  that  will  hurt?  Per- 
haps from  His  cross-shaped  Throne  on  Calvary 
He  is  asking  for  something  very  special  from 
each  one  of  us.  He  is  giving  the  last  drop  of 
His  Precious  Blood  to  win  our  love.  Is  there 
anything  that  wje  can  refuse  Him? 

Let  us  be  generous  in  crucifying  self  with 
Jesus  during  this  penitential  season,  and  on  East- 
er Sunday  He  will  not  fail  to  fill  our  hearts  with 
the  splendour  of  His  risen  glory. 

That  every  Easter  joy  and  blessing  will  de- 
scend on  each  one  of  our  Young  Missionaries  is 
the  fervent  prayer  of 

The  Captain,  Y.M.C.K. 

■Jr  ■}£  4£ 

Y.M.C.K.   MAIL  BAG. 

Margaret  and  Mary  Agnes  Deakin  have  writ- 
ten to  us  from  Quebec.  Margaret  says:  "I  guess 
you  think  I  have  forgotten  you.  But  no ;  this  is 
not  the  case."  We  were  really  delighted,  Mar- 
garet, to  be  assured  that  you  are  still  a  very 
much  alive  Y.M.C.K. 

Mary  Agnes  Deakin  tells  us  how  she  enjoyed 
the  Christmas  "Field  at  Home."  She  also  writes 
of  a  horrible  sacrilege  that  took  place  in  one  of 


the  Catholic  churches  of  Quebec.  She  says: 
"There  was  something  terrible  happened  here  on 
the  23rd.  Four  men  entered  a  Catholic  church, 
threw  the  Sacred  Hosts  on  the  floor  and  stole  the 
chalice.  The  robbers  said  that  to  hypnotize  peo- 
ple they  had  read  a  host,  a  chalice  and  a  goat 
were  needed,  and  this  was  the  reason  for  the  rob- 
bery, in  reparation  for  the  sacrilege  we  will  all 
assist  at  Mass  Saturday  morning."  We  are  cer- 
tain that  every  young  missionary  who  reads  this 
will  breathe  a  prayer  in  reparation  for  such  an 
awful  sacrilege. 

There  was  also  a  long,  interesting  letter  in  our 
mail  bag  from  Margaret  Burns  of  New  Bruns- 
wick. We  would  like  to  publish  the  whole  let- 
ter, but  we  are  afraid  the  editor  would  be  cross 
if  we  asked  for  extra  space  and  (let  us  whisper 
a  secret)  it  is  not  a  bit  nice  when  the  editor  is 
cross,  so  we'll  be  content  with  a  few  extracts 
from  Margaret's  letter:  "Dear  Captain,  your 
work  on  the  missions  must  be  progressing  splen- 
didly. I  am  going  to  try  to  get  some  subscrip- 
tions for  the  S.O.S.  magazine.  I  can't  praise  it 
enough.  Every  word  is  of  interest.  (The  edi- 
tor won't  be  cross  after  reading  that).  I  wish 
all  the  dear  Sisters  of  Service  every  success  and 
many  blessings  throughout  the  coming  year  and 
all  succeeding  ones."  Thanks  for  all  the  good 
wishes,  Margaret.  You  may  be  sure  they  are  ap- 
preciated by  every  S.O.S.  And  keep  on  praying. 
We  mustn't  forget  that  prayer  is  the  backbone 
of  missionary  effort. 

Agnes  Edwards,  of  River  Hebert.  N.S.,  writes: 
"I  am  thirteen  years  old  and  would  like  some 
girls  of  my  own  age  to  write  to  me. 
I  just  received  the  S.O.S.  Magazine  and 
am  reading  the  wonderful  stories  that  are  in  it." 
Thanks  for  your  letter.  Agnes.  Surely  you  will 
be  receiving  many  letters  from  other  missionaries 
before  very  long. 

Leona  LeBlanc  sends  thanks  for  cards  and 
says:  "I  am  in  Grade  IV.  and  I  am  13  years 
old.  Would  some  young  missionaries  like  to 
write  to  me?  I  am  sending  about  350  stamps  that 
1  saved.   Do  any  other  missionaries  save  stamps?" 


PHOTOS  WANTED. 

We  would  like  Young  Missionaries  to  send  in 
snapshots  or  photographs  of  themselves  to  be 
printed  in  our  magazine.  We  are  interested  in 
reading  the  letters  of  our  Y.M.C.K. 's,  but  it  will 
be  still  more  interesting  to  see  what  thev  look 
like. 

We  thank  you  for  the  stamps,  Leona.  and  we  are 
pleased  to  say  that  several  Y.M.C.K.'s  have  sent 

in  stamps. 


SYMPATHIES  AND  LIBERALITIES  ARE  BORN  OF    \  BROAD  VISION. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
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The  Reparation  League 


"To-morrow  is  Ash  Wednesday,"  announced  Betty, 
soon  alter  breakfast  was  started,  "and  I  can't  decide 
what  I  should  give  up  for  Lent." 

"Neither  can  I,"  asserted  Billy.  "But  I  suppose 
we'll  have  to  find  something."  he  continued,  cheer- 
fully helping  himself  to  the  third  spoonful  of  sugar. 

Betty's  eyes  followed  the  sugar  spoon.  "Bet 
anything  you  couldn't  give  up  sugar." 

"N3  more  than  you  could  give  up  butter,"  re- 
torted Billy,  glancing  at  the  large  helping  of  butter 
on  his  sister's  plate. 

Both  children  looked  up  at  their  mother  rather 
shamefacedly.  Smiling  a  little  at  their  discomfiture, 
s-he  said:  "It  seems  to  me  you  have  discovered  for 
each  other  what  your  Lenten  mortification  should  be 
and  I'm  sure  you'll  be  brave  enough  to  deny  your- 
selves generously.  After  all,  an  offering  that  costs 
nothing  is  worth  nothing,  and  when  Holy  Week 
comes  around  and  we  are  meditating  on  all  our  dear 
Lord  suffered  for  us,  you'll  be  glad  you  gave  up 
something  for  Him  that  hurt" 

"We'll  do  it,  mother,"  cried  both  children. 
"Good-bye,  sugar,  'till  Easter  Sunday  morning,"  said 
Billy,  pushing  the  sugar  bowl  resolutely  away.  "And 
good-bye,  butter,"  added  Betty,  just  as  courageously. 

"Now,  I  have  another  suggestion  to  make."  Mo- 
ther was  still  smiling.  "Both  of  you  are  Young  Mis- 
sionaries of  Christ  the  King.  You  have  been  reading 
in  the  S.O.S.  magazine  how  hard  it  is  for  some  poor 
folks  out  West  to  get  food  and  clothing.  Here  is  a 
way  in  which  you  will  be  able  to  assist  others  and 
help  yourselves  at  the  same  time.  Billy  has*  a  pet 
slang  word  that  nobody  likes  but  himself  and  Betty 
finds  it  terribly  difficult  to  get  up  at  once  when  she 
is  called  in  the  morning.    Isn't  that  true?" 

The  children  nodded  assent. 

"Well,  then,  beginning  to-morrow  morning,  1 
want  you,  Billy,  to>  put  one  cent  into  a  box  provided 
for  the  purpose  every  time  you  say  that  unpleasant 
word,  and  you,  Betty,  will  put  a  cent  in  the  box 
whenever  you  fail  to  rise  punctually.  When  Lent  is 
over  we'll  send  the  contents  of  the  box  to  the 
Y.M.C.K.  Captain  to  be  used  on  the  S.O.S.  missions. 
In  this  way  you'll  be  helping  the  missionaries  and 
correcting  your  fault®  at  the  same  time.  What  do 
you  think  about  it?" 

"It's  great!"  agreed  Billy  heartily.  "And,  Mo- 
ther, I'm  sure  Philip  and  Maisie  would  like  to  join 
us.  They  can  pick  out  their  own  fault,  but  we'll  keep 
the  cents  all  in  one  box." 

"The  more  the  better,"  said  Mother.  "And  if 
there  are  going  to  be  four  of  you,  you  might  call 
yourselves  the  Reparation  League." 

Maisie  and  Philip  hailed  the  plan  enthusiastically, 
so  a  cardboard  box  with  a  edit  in  the  top  and  an  in- 
scription, "Reparation  League,"  was  duly  installed 
on  a  shelf  in  the  living  room. 

The  days  of  Lent  passed  slowly  by.  The  children 
observed  their  resolutions  faithfully,  being  helped 
along  by  an  occasional  reminder  from  Mother,  who 
kept  a  jealous  eye  on  the  "Reparation"  box.  At  last 
Holy  Saturday  arrived.  The  box  was  to  be  opened 
at  noon  and  the  four  children  were  standing  around 
it  at  least  twenty  minutes  before  the  time. 

"O'i,  Mother,  it's  striking  twelve,"  cried  Billy, 
as  the  big  clock  boomed  out  the  noon-day  hour.  "Do 
open  it  quickly." 


"I  hope  there's  five  dollars  in  it,"  said  Maisie, 
hopefully. 

"Well,  you  know  we  didn't  put  hardly  any  cents 
in  it  for  the  last  two  weeks."  Philip  spoke  rather 
anxiously.  "I  guess  we're  nearly  all  cured  of  those 
bad  habits." 

"Isn't  that  lovely!"  commented  Mother,  who  was 
busy  counting  up  the  cents.  "Here  we  are,"  she 
continued;  "four  dollars  and  ten  cents  for  the  mis- 
sions and  four  ugly  little  faults  cured  in  four  dear 
little  children." 

"Oh,  but  we  wanted  Five  Dollars."  Betty's  voice 
was  heavy  with  disappointment 

"You'll  have  Five  Dollars.  In  fact  you  are 
going  to  have  Six  Dollars,"  Mother  assured  them. 
"I've  taken  especial  notice  of  the  butter  and  sugar 
bills  during  Lent  and  I  find  they  are  almost  Two 
Dollars  less  than  usual.  So  I've  decided  it's  only 
fair  to  add  that  much  to  the  "Reparation  Fund." 

"O-o-oh!"  chorused  the  children,  their  faces  beam- 
ing with  satisfaction. 

And  on  Easter  Sunday  morning  four  happy  Young 
Missionaries  took  a  very  important-looking  registered 
letter  to  Mass  with  them  to  ask  the  blessing  of  Christ 
the  King  on  their  Lenten  efforts  to  please  Him  by 
helping  the  missions  so  dear  to  His  Sacred  Heart. 


IMAGINATION. 

Here  is  a  big  word  made  tip  of  two  little  words. 
Have  yon  ever  noticed  that  ''imagination"  is 
really  a  union  of  the  two  words  "image"  and 
''nation?"  That  is  to  say,  our  imagination  is  a 
nation  where  images  or  pictures  live  and  grow, 
and — let  us  remember — every  thought  makes  a 
picture. 

In  this  nation  we  have  all  sorts  of  pictures, 
good,  bad  and  indifferent.  Some  children,  and 
grown-ups  as  well,  allow  their  "image-nation" 
to  be  crowded  with  ugly  pictures,  made  up  of 
scowls,  unkind  feelings  and  things  even  worse. 
We  should  try  to  have  our  imagination  a  home 
of  beautiful  pictures  where  it  will  be  a  pleasure 
for  us  to  spend  our  spare  mjoments.  We  can  peo- 
ple our  nation  of  images  with  just  the  kind  of 
pictures  we  want,  so  it  is  for  us  to  decide  whether 
we  will  have  a  nation  of  beautiful  images  or  a 
nation  of  ugly,  depressing  pictures. 

As  soon  as  an  image  or  picture  that  is  not 
good  presents  itself  to  our  mind,  Ave  should  drive 
it  out  at  once.  Or,  better  still,  we  should  have 
our  "image-nation"  so  full  of  beautiful  pictures 
that  there  will  be  no  room  for  the  bad  ones. 
Then  our  imagination  will  help  to  make  our  lives 
beautiful,  for  we  are  what  our  thoughts  are. 


SHALL  WE  LET  THE  HARVTEST  GO  TO  WASTE? 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


ex  uour  silver  for  souls 


j  OUR  BENEFACTORS 


J 


Tithe  Box  for  Happiness 


ARE  you  trying  to  keep  up  with 
charity  appeals?  Isn't  it  an- 
noying to  have  so  many  letters 
asking  for  money  for  this  mission 
or  for  that  convent,  or  for  a  cer- 
tain new  seminary,  or  for  a  hospital 
etc?  Who  has-m't  felt  that  twinge 
of  conscience  that  causes  us  to 
wince,  yet  at  the  same  time  leads 
us  to  consider  if  we  can  possibly 
afford  to  help  another  of  these  1111- 
abating  needs?  We  know  that 
giving  until  it  hurts,  and  even  while 
it  hurts,  is  the  average  Catholic's 
lot.  Yet  this  is  no  reason  for 
gloom,  for  here  is  an  idea  that  will 
not  only  relieve  you  and  me  of 
much  irksome  feeling,  but  will  also 
add  to  this  doing  of  good,  a  new 
rich  joy. 

In  the  ancient  days  it  was  the 
custom  of  the  people  to  give  a 
tithe  of  all  they  possessed,  i.e.,  one- 
tenth  of  their  goods,  to  the  Church. 
Let  us  stop  to  consider  this.  One- 
tenth  of  our  salary  isi  not  so  much 
as  to  deprive  us  of  any  of  life's 
necessities.  We  could  all  probably 
put  aside  one-tenth  of  our  salaries 
to-day  without  feeling  any  great 
privation.  Apropos  of  this,  I  want 
to  tell  you  a  little  story,  a  true  story 
of  to-day. 

A  certain  man  was  very  ill.  He 
promised  God  that  if  he  were  cured 
he  would  give  a  tithe  of  his  salary 
to  the  poor.  Having  become  well 
again,  he  set  out  to  fulfil  his  prom- 
ise. His  wife  objected.  She  said 
that  one-tenth  was  too  much,  that 
they  could  not  afford  it.  She  made 
a  great  scene.  The  husband  in- 
sisted he  would  carry  out  his  prom- 


ise. She  protested,  and  even 
threatened  to  leave  him.  The  man 
said  that  he  nevertheless  would 
have  to  carry  out  his  promise.  The 
wife  thought  it  over,  and  probably 
led  by  the  stanch  example  of  her 
husband,  relented. 

Together  they  planned  how  to 
dispose  of  the  money.  They  thrill- 
ed to  the  prospect  of  what  could  be 
done,  what  joy  could  be  distributed 
by  their  gifts.  Someone  has  said 
that  "charity  is  the  gateway  to 
heaven."  Together  the  man  and 
his  wife  entered  this  portal,  and  a 
richer  and  happier  life  was  theirs. 
All  they  had  "cast  upon  the  waters" 
was  returned  to  them  "one-hundred 
fold." 

Suppose  we  begin  to  set  aside  a 
tithe  —  just  one-tenth  of  our  sal- 
ary. Place  this  in  a  box  or  a  large 
envelope.  Therein  we  can  now 
simply  place,  as  they  come,  letters 
and  communications  requesting  our 
charity.  Every  week  or  fortnight 
we  can  take  time  to  answer  these 
appeals.  The  money  we  have  left 
over  we  can  use  in  our  own  creative 
way.  This  part  of  the  performance 
will  give  us  the  greatest  pleasure. 
Lean  back  in  your  chair  and  dream 
a  minute  of  all  the  people  whom  a 
little  surprise  gift  would  help  so 
much.  In  these  days  of  unemploy- 
ment give  a  little  extra  help  to  an 
unemployed  person,  to  a  neglected 
child  a  little  garment,  to  a  poor 
man  a  coin  for  a  good  dinner,  to  a 
needy  person  a  little  money  now 
and  then.  Think  a  little  bit  on 
this,  and  with  a  flash  you  will  rea- 
lize that  you  are  inspired  to  do 
some  very  deserving  person  a  good 
turn.  Do  it  for  the  love  of  God, 
and  it  will  be  repaid  you,  "one  hun- 


dred fold."    Give  joyously  a  tithe 
for  God.    Yes,  have  a  tithe  box  for 
happiness  now.    Let's  start  to-day. 
Leo  Logan,  in  the 

"Commonweal." 


HOLOCAUST 


(Continued  from  page  12) 

of  Pemberton,  shutting  the  hill- 
sides away  from  view.  There  was 
a  steady  droning  and  spluttering  of 
little  fire-fighting  engines  spraying 
water  in  an  effort  to  keep  the  fire 
from  spreading  further  along  the 
valley  level  into  fresh  territory. 
Only  the  dead,  windless  calm  of  the 
weather  prevented  a  holocaust  of 
flame  that  might  have  swept  the  en- 
tire west  side  of  the  valley,  and 
even  crossed  over  to  the  east  side. 
At  night  when  the  smoke  lifted  a 
bit,  in  the  dark  the  flames  of  burn- 
ing trees  on  the  high  mountainside 
could  be  seen  twinkling  like  the 
lights  of  a  city;  a  smouldering  city 
of  the  dead,  the  graveyard  of  a 
splendid  forest.  What  had  taken 
centuries  to  grow  had  gone  in  the 
flash  of  a  moment.  Stripped  of  the 
cool  shade  of  the  trees,  the  steep 
bare  hillside  exposed  to  the  full 
rays  of  the  sun  and  dried  out,  it 
may  be  centuries  before  the  green 
forest  comes  back  again. 

A  forest  was  destroyed  and  a 
great  deal  of  money  wasted  in  a  be- 
lated effort  to  do  something  to 
check  the  destruction,  all  because  of 
one  of  those  "harmless  little  fires" 
that  appear  so  insignificant  in  the 
beginning. 

S.  P.  McC.  S.O.S. 


WE  N10ED  THK  SUPPORT  OF  YOUR  PRAYERS. 


HONORARY  MEMBERSHIP 

"  CANADA  AND  THE  CHURCH  EXPECT  EVERY  ONE  TO  DO  HIS  DUTY  " 


RESPONSIBILITY 


OPPORTUNITY 


L  anada 


/Canada  : 

■ 

CATHOLIC 


NATIONAL 


MYBIRTHDAY  GIFT 
TO  GOD  AND  HIS  CHURCH 

77  qmtitudejbr  the  great  grace  of  my  Holy 
Baptism ,  the  Fountain  head  of  my  Christian 
fikithjwish  to  protect  and  spread  that  Faith 
m  the  Home  Mission  Field  of  Canada  by*s> 
lending  my  support  to  the  Catholic  and  AMioml 
endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of  Service^ 

is*  ^  I  therefore  pledge  myself  to  give 
to  this  missionary  work     ^Ten  Dollars  ^ 
each  year  for  ten  consecutive  years  -  on 
this  anniversary  day  of  my  Holy  Baptism. 


T5~ 


Qlate  of  UUf  cf3aptism 


Signature 


Superior  of  (  Sv^°  !*  o \ 

the  Sisters  of  Service        '^XfosVoR^  Vs 


Headquarters:  2~We]lesIey  Place ,  Toronto. 


"/  have  come  to  serve" 


t£ter£  of  berime 


/JI^HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
lIL  home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate— 60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 


Halifax,  N.S  Port  Work 

Quebec.  Que   Port  "Work 

Montreal,  Que  Hostel 

Ottawa,  Ont  Hostel 

Toronto,  Ont  Hostel 

Toronto.  Ont  Settlement  House 

Winnipeg,  Man  Hostel 

Correspondence  is  Invited 


Camp  Morton.  Man  2  Schools 

Edmonton,  Alta  Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton.  Alta  Hostel 

Vilna,  Alta  Hospital 

Edson.  Alta     Hospital 

St.  Brides.  Alta  School 

Vancouver.  B.C  Hostel 


July,  1933  Vol.  IX,  No.  3 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
—  Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 
►J*  N.  McNf.il, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  1  saw  at 
close  range  tlie  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  Prom  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

James  C.  McGuigan. 
Archbishop  of  Eegina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J*  Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
>i*  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

Nicetas  Budka, 
Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

' '  The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
—  Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty,   Chairman  and  President. 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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EDITORIAL 


"The  Spirit  of  Conquest" 


THE  distinctive  mark  of  Christ's  militant 
army  is  decidedly  "the  spirit  of  conquest." 
These  conquests  arc  made  in  the  Mission 
Field,  where  the  frontiers  of  God's  Kingdom  on 
earth  are  being  gradually  extended  and  pushed 
back  into  "No  Man's  Land."  The  most  glorious 
periods  of  her  history  are  marked  by  the  advance 
of  this  world-wide  missionary  line.  The  Pontifi- 
cates of  our  three  last  Popes  will  be  assuredly 
marked  by  these  advances  of  the  Church  in  the 
mission-fields  of  the  world.  This  quickening 
power  of  the  missionary  spirit  is  to-day  one  of  the 
fairest  hopes  of  Catholic  nations.  Their  losses 
at  home  through  religious  indifference  and  the 
inroads  of  modern  paganism  are  more  than  com- 
pensated by  the  new  gains  made  in  the  fields  afar. 

This  spirit  of  conquest  springs  from  the  foun- 
tain head  of  our  holy  baptism.  Every  Catholic 
faithful,  to  the  yearnings  of  that  spirit  is,  by 
right  and  in  fact,  an  apostle.  One  cannot  think— 
of  his  faith  and  appreciate  its  full  meaning  for 
this  life  and  the  next  without  wishing  others  to 
share  with  him  its  consolations  and  its  promises. 
It  is  not  given  to  every  one  to  be  in  the  front 
line  of  action.  This  honour  and  responsibility 
come  to  the  "shock-troops"  of  the  Church.  By 
vocation  they  are  in  "active  service."  But  we  all 
belong  to  the  "reserves."  The  fighting  batta- 
lions of  the  army  draw  from  the  rank  and  file 
of  the  Catholic  people  the  reinforcements  they 
need  in  the  hour  of  action. 

If  we  therefore  have  that  "spirit  of  conquest," 
our  thoughts,  sympathies,  prayers  and  alms  will 
go  to  our  missionaries,  who  are  spending  them- 
selves without  any  earthly  reward  for  the  ad- 


vancement of  the  Kingdom  of  God  on  earth.  Their 
work  on  the  frontier  is,  indeed,  humanly  speak- 
ing, inglorious.  The  humble  Missionary  Priest 
and  the  devoted  Sister  pass  away  unheralded. 
Yet  the  final  conquest  is  traceable  to  their  hidden 
and  persevering  efforts.  It  is  because  they  buried 
their  lives  in  the  front  trenches  that  the  line  was 
held  and  pushed  back.  Heaven  alone  keeps  a 
record  of  their  heroic  deeds.  Their  names  may 
be  murmured  here  and  there  in  the  pages  of  his- 
tory, but  no  one  will  ever  know  the  hardships, 
the  loneliness,  the  anxieties,  the  heartburnings, 
which  lie  buried  with  them;  when  the  torch  falls 
from  their  hands  other  silent  heroes  seize  it  and 
carry  it  further  into  the  darkness  which  awaits 
the  illuminating  beams  of  Christ's  saving  mes- 
sage. And  when  . the  Church  will  be  fully  or- 
ganized in  those  distant  fields,  these  missionaries 
of  the  first  hour  will  be  somewhat  like  the 
"unknown  soldier"  who  has  fought  so  bravely 
but  whose  deeds  are  not  recorded,  and  whose  name 
is  not  even  mentioned.  Yet  the  Church  will  stand 
in  silence  and  in  prayer  before  the  graves  of  the 
"unknown  missionaries,"  who  are  the  very  per- 
sonification of  "the  spirit  of  conquest." 


'I  WAS  A  STRANGER  AND  YOU  TOOK  ME  IN. 


2 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Notes  and  Comments 


AS  WE  NOW  STAND. 

Bulletin  No.  XXI.  of  the  Seventh 
Census  of  Canada,  1931,  is  the  of- 
ficial record  of  the  present  stand- 
ing of  the  various  religious  denom- 
inations throughout  the  Dominion. 
The  study  of  this  'religious  topogra- 
phy of  our  country  is  highly  inter- 
esting. For  when  we  penetrate  be- 
low the  cold  surface  of  these  offi- 
cial statistics  we  can  follow  over 
a  stretch  of  years  the  continued 
progress  of  Mother  Church  in  our 
land.  Notwithstanding  the  inevi- 
table losses  through  indifference 
and  apostasy,  her  children  have 
grown  in  number  from  the  Atlan- 
tic to  the  Pacific. 

The  total  population  of  Canada  in 
1931  was  10,376,386,  of  which  Ca- 
tholics comprise  4,285,388,  or  about 
42  per  cent,  of  the  total. 

Catholics  are  now  most  nu- 
merous in  the  Provinces  of  Quebec, 
Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick,  Prince 
Edward  Island  and  Manitoba.  They 
also  lead  in  the  North-West  Terri- 
tories. They  are  second  in  number 
in  Saskatchewan,  Alberta  and  Yu- 
kon Territory.  In  Ontario  and 
British  Columbia  Catholics  come 
third. 

Let  us  hope  and  pray  that 
through  "Catholic  Action"  the 
growing  army  of  Christ's  Church  in 
Canada  will  make  its  influemce  felt 
in  the  promotion  of  that  Justice  and 
Charity  on  which  alone  rests  the 
true  prosperity  of  a  Christian  na- 
tion. 

*  *  * 
HOW  TRUE  TO-DAY! 

"Lay  not  up  for  yourselves  trea- 
sures on  earth  where  moth  and  rust 
doth  corrupt  and  where  thieves 
break  through  and  steal,  but  lay  up 
for  yourselves  treasures  in  heaven 
where  neither  moth  nor  rust  doth 
corrupt  and  where  thieves  do  not 
break  through  and  steal."  Does  not 
this  command  of  Jesus  Christ  apply 
particularly  to  present-day  condi- 
tions? How  many  have  seen  their 
hard-earned  earnings  melting  away 
to  nothing! 

*  *  * 

CATHOLIC  APOSTLESHIP. 

If  Catholics  remain  passively 
content  with  their  own  possession 
of  the  truth  they  do  not,  it  is  true, 
compromise  the  divine  and  indefect- 
ible life  of  the  Church,  but  they 
prove  false  to  their  own  temporal 
mission,  since  they  leave  the  world 
and  the  society  of  which  they  form 
a  part,  to  perish." — Christopher 
Dawson. 


A  SAFE  INVESTMENT. 

Some  two  centuries  ago  there 
lived  in  the  City  of  Dublin,  Ireland, 
a  famous  clergyman,  Dean  Swift. 
During  his  period  of  office  Ireland 
was  afflicted  by  a  grievous  famine, 
and  many  people  died  of  starvation. 
As  at  the  present  time,  certain  or- 
ganizations labored  to  raise  funds 
to  feed  the  hungry,  and  the  dean 
decided  to  preach  a  special  sermon 
in  their  support.  On  the  Sunday 
appointed  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral 
was  filled  with  a  great  congrega- 
tion, which  included  many  wealthy 
people. 

In  due  course,  the  dean  took  his 
place  in  the  pulpit,  turned  to  the 
Book  of  Proverbs,  and  announced 
his  text  as  follows:  "He  that  g*iv- 
eth  to  the  poor  lendeth  to  the 
Lord."  He  paused  a  few  moments, 
and  then,  slowly  and  solemnly,  ut- 
tered the  following:  "Brethren,  if 
you  consider  the  security  is  good, 
out  with  your  purses."  That  was 
all  he  said,  and  it  probably  ranks 
as  the  shortest  sermon  on  record. 
It  waia  also  one  of  the  most  effective, 
for  the  sum  collected  has  seldom 
been  exceeded  in  any  place  of  wor- 
ship. 

We  ask  our  readers  to  ponder 
over  the  text  of  Dean  Swift,  and  if 
they  consider  "the  security  is  good" 
to  invest  some  of  their  funds  in  the 
work  of  the  "Sister1'  of  Service." 
Are  not  these  missionary  Sisters 
endeavouring  to  feed  the  hungry 
and  clothe  the  shivering  souls  of 
our  Catholic  settlers  in  Canada's 
great  Misi  lion-Field? 

*     *  * 

BOOKS  WANTED. 

In  our  hostel  and  catechetical 
work  there  is  great  need  of  good 
Catholic  fiction.  We  would  like  to 
make  an  appeal  to  our  Catholic 
Sodalities  and  Clubs  for  books 
suitable  fo  ■  our  hostel  or  cateche- 
tical libraries.  If  we  can  supply 
our  children  and  young  girls  with 
good  literature,  there  will  not  be 
much  danger  of  their  indulging  in 
harmful  reading. 

All  contributions  should  be  for- 
warded to  2  Wellesley  Place,  Tor- 
onto, or  11837  85th  St.,  Edmonton, 
Alta. 

We  are  also  very  much  in  need 
of  a  set  of  The  Catholic  Encyclo- 
paedia. 


APPRECIATION. 

A  letter  was  published  in  a  re- 
cent issue  of  the  "Toronto  Daily 
Star"  under  the  signature  of  R.L.H., 
which  pays  a  beautiful  tribute  to 
our  Edson  hospital: 

"I  lived  for  some  time  in  the  wild 
country  north  of  Edson,  and  conse- 
quently became  well  acquainted 
with  the  town  and  surrounding 
community.  Moreover,  I  had  a 
direct  interest  in  several  men  who 
were  sick  or  had  met  with  accidents 
of  a  more  or  less  serious  nature, 
to  whom  the  hospital  proved  to  be 
a  haven  of  healing  and  comfort, 
which  only  those  who  have  lived  in 
such  pioneer  regions  can  appreciate. 
There  is  nothing  like  it  nearer  than 
Edmonton,  about  150  miles  east  of 
Edson. 

"Although  the  hospital  is  small, 
it  is  equipped  with  everything  a  city 
institution  can  command,  and  the 
medical  attention  and  care  given  by 
the  Sisters  deserves  the  highest 
commendation,  especially  as  their 
accommodation  is  often  overtaxed. 

"Edson  is  the  business  centre  of 
a  tremendous  area  of  farming, 
home;teading,  lumbering  and  min- 
ing lands,  also  the  adjoining  mag- 
nificent National  Park  at  Jasper, 
hence  the  value  of  the  hospital  in 
the  town. 

"The  beneficence  of  its  patron 
and  the  splendid  work  of  all  asso- 
ciated with  that  very  essential  min- 
istration to  human  welfare  amply 
deserve  to  be  mentioned  in  The  Star 
because  of  their  connection  with 
this  city." 

*  *  * 

REMEMBERED  BY  THE  DYING. 

We  received  a  donation  from  the 
sister  of  one  of  our  departed 
friends.  Before  dying  this  good 
Catholic  girl  asked  her  sister  to 
send  a  donation  she  had  in  mind 
to  forward  to  our  missionary 
work.  This  thoughtfulness  of 
hern  surely  went  to  our  heart. 
In  the  serene  light  of  the 
eternal  dawn  she  appreciated 
the  value  of  our  endeavour  for 
God's  glory  and  for  the  welfare  of 
the  Church.  May  God  in  return 
grant  to  her  generous  soul  "perpe- 
tual light  and  eternal  rest!" — G.D. 

*  *  * 

REQUIESCAT  IN  PACE. 
Since  our  last  issue.  Miss  Mar- 
garet Stuart,  of  Hamilton,  Ontario, 
one  of  our  s'incerest  friends  and 
benefactors,  has  gone  to  her  eter- 
nal reward.  Miss  Stuart  was  an 
honorary  member  of  our  Institute, 
and  always  bhowed  great  interest 
in  our  work. 


"I  WAS  HUNGRY  AND  YOU  GAVE  ME  TO  EAT." 
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BROADMINDEDNESS  IN 
RELIGION. 

"People  turn  to  Catholics  and 
Bay:  'You  are  narrow-minded.  Why 
cannot  you  be  broadminded  like 
other  bodiefl?  Broad-mindedness  is 
the  spirit  of  the  age.' 

"Well,  what  is  broad-minded- 
ness? 

"Foir  one  thing,  it  is  the  most 
abused  word  in  the  English  lan- 
guage. Broad-mindedness  really 
means  a  masterly  indifference  to  the 
things  that  don't  matter,  and  you 
cannot  be  broad-minded  in  essen- 
tials. Broad-mindedness  often 
means  a  nebulosity  of  intellect. 

"There  are  certain  matters  in 
which  there  is  no  room  for  broad- 
mindedness.  For  instance,  the  mul- 
tiplication table:  is  there  any  room 
for  broad-mindedness  there? 

"If  not,  there  is  equally  no 
room  for  it  when  you  are  dealing 
with  the  essential  principles  of 
Christianity.  Everyone  knows  that 
to  try  to  be  broad-minded  with  the 
multiplication  table  will  certainly 
lead  to  financial  ruin.  If  we  try 
to  be  broad-minded  with  the  essen- 
tial principle?  of  Christianity  we 
shall  imperil  our  eternal  salvation. 

"When  people  talk  vaguely  about 
broad-mindedness,  let  us  remem- 
ber that  error  is  always  broad  and 
truth  is  narrow.  It  is  the  Divine 
Master  who  points  out  emphatically 
and  distinctly  that  it  is  the  narrow 
path,  and  having  by  God'isi  grace 
found  that  narrow  path,  let  us  not 
waste  time  in  criticizing  its  narrow- 
ness, but  walk  it  boldly  as  becomes 
a  follower  of  Christ." — Archbishop 
Downey. 

THE  SUBLIME  MEANING. 

When  we  analyze  the  meaning 
of  our  contributions  'to  the  Mission- 
ary endeavours  of  the  Church,  we 
easily  recognize  their  high  signifi- 
cance. To  give  in  deed  a  part  of 
our  earnings  to  God's  most  sublime 
work  on  earth  is  an  open  profession 
of  God'i'.  supreme  dominion  over  us, 
and  an  act  of  thanksgiving  for  His 
kindness.  Mioreover,  to  give  to 
"His"  missions  is  "sharing  in  His 
work"  for  the  salvation  of  souls. 
Could  there  be  anything  more  sub- 
lime? 


FECUNDITY  OF  MONEY. 

Nobody  has  ever  maintained  that 
money  is  productive  by  itself  alone. 
Its  productivity  depends  on  the 
work  in  which  it  is  invested.  Pro- 
fits are  the  reward  we  naturally  ex- 
pect from  its  investment.  Then 
profits  are  "material"  where  divi- 
dends are  counted  in  dollars  and 
cento.  But  when  these  dividends 
are  sacrificed  for  spiritual  values 


the  reward  is  "spiritual."  This 
marks  the  greatest  fecundity  of 
money,  for  it  is  made  to  serve  a 
higher  purpose. 

When  therefore  we  invest  money 
in  a  missionary  enterprise  we  give 
to  it  its  greatest  fecundity.  For 
there  is  no  greater  work  in  this 
world  than  that  of  the  salvation  of 
souls  through  the  extension  of 
God's  Church.  Money  for  the 
greater  number  is  a  curse  and  a 
source  of  eternal  damnation.  The 
Divine  Master  calls  it  the  "mam- 
mon of  iniquity"  .  .  .  "And  I  say  to 
you:  Make  unto  you  friends  of 
iniquity;  that  when  you  shall  fail 
they  may  receive  you  into  everlast- 
ing dwellings."  (Luke  xvi.,  9). 
The  great  failure  of  which  the  Sa- 
viour speaks  is  death.  With  it 
also  ceases  the  material  fecundity 
of  money.  Its  investment  in  spir- 
itual works  continues  beyond  the 
portals  of  "the  everlasting  dwell- 
ings," 

*  *  * 

IMPROVEMENT  REPORTED 
FROM  CHINA. 

The  Very  Rev.  Edw.  J.  McCarthy, 
Superior  of  the  St.  Columban  So- 
ciety in  the  U.S.A.  sends  good  news 
about  better  opportunities  for  pro- 
gress in  China: 

"Our  missions  in  China  seem  to 
be  facing  better  day?.  Practically 
all  of  our  missionaries  were  back 
in  their  parishes  for  Christmas, 
without  danger  to  their  lives,  while 
their  pagan  neighbors  seem  to  have 
been  deeply  impressed  by  their 
steadfastness  and  determination  to 
stay  with  their  people  during  the 
past  three  or  four  terrible  years. 
In  many  places  they  are  coming 
into  the  Church  in  quite  remark- 
able numbers,  for  all  of  which — as 
also  your  generous  support  during 
the  past  year — we  are  deeply  grate- 
ful to  Almighty  God." 

*  *  * 

WE  ARE  ASLEEP. 

"Our  principles,  alas!  are  asleep 
and  error  is  ever  on  the  watch,  ac- 
tive and  enterprising.  I  have  re- 
ferred elsewhere  to  the  terrifying 
lack  of  attention  shown  by  the  Ca- 
tholic world  to  the  warnings  issued 
by  Leo  XIII.  with  reference  to  so- 
cial affairs.  On  the  whole,  and  in 
isipite  of  the  efforts  of  a  few  who 
kept  honour  safe,  the  insufficiency 
of  this  world  in  the  last  century  in 
face  of  problems  directly  involving 
the  dignity  of  human  personality 
and  Christian  justice  is  one  of  the 
most  distressing  phenomena  of  mo- 
dern history." — Jacques  Maritain. 


Your 

last  will! 


Have  You  Made  It? 


Our  "LAST  WILL"  is  the 
lengthened  shadow  of  our 
life  ....  a  shadow  which 
persists  when  the  sun  of 
life  has  set  and  "the  night 
cometh  when  no  man  can 
work." 

GOD,  HIS  CHURCH,  HER 
MISSIONS  ....  are  they 
mentioned  in  your  will? 

The  SISTERS  OF  SER- 
VICE are  labouring  for 
GOD  and  HIS  CHURCH 
in  the  great  HOME 
MISSION  FIELD  OF 
CANADA.  Kindly  remem- 
ber their  missionary  endea- 
vour in  your  last  will. 


FORM  OF  BEQUEST 

I  hereby  give,  devise  and  bequeath 
unto  the  Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada, 
Inc.,  of  Toronto,  Canada,  a  Corpora- 
tion organized  and  existing  under  the 
Federal  Companies  Act  (insert  legacy 

here)  to  be  used  by  the  said 

Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada,  Inc.,  for 
the  purpose  for  which  it  is  incorpora- 
ted. 


"I  WAS  THIRSTY  AND  YOU  GAVE  ME  TO  DRINK.' 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


7i 


ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


MAY  IN  THE  NOVITIATE. 

The  month  of  Mary  in  the  No- 
vitiate!  What  precious  mem- 
ories these  words  awake  in  the 
heart  of  anyone  ever  privileged 
to  spend  the  month  of  Our  Mo- 
ther in  the  ideal  atmosphere  of 
the  S.O.S.  Novitiate !  To  a  true 
lover  of  Our  Heavenly  Queen, 
May  is  the  most  beautiful  month 
of  all  the  year  in  any  place  and 
at  any  time,  but  there  is  some- 
thing indescribable — an  indefin- 
able sweetness  —  that  belongs 
only  to  Mary's  Month  in  the  No- 
vitiate. 

Doubtless  all  novices  have  ex- 
perienced this  peculiar  charm. 
Perhaps  it  is  that  their  hearts  are 
so  in  tune  with  nature.  The 
blossoming  trees,  the  fragrance 
of  opening  buds,  the  musical 
twittering  of  birds,  the  soft 
sweetness  of  the  Spring  air — all 
this  is  in  harmony  with  the  new 
fountain  of  happiness  springing 
up  in  their  souls.  For  surely  the 
Novitiate  may  be  called  the 
Spring-time  of  the  religious  life. 


It  is  there  that  in  the 
hearts   of  the  novices 
high    resolves,  grand 
and    holy  ambitions, 
fervent  aspirations  and 
beautiful   thoughts    spring  up, 
which,  with  zealous   care  and 
prudent  fostering,  will  one  day 
blossom  into  golden  deeds  for  the 
Master  on  the  missions. 

This  year  a  shrine  was  arrang- 
ed around  the  lovely  statue  of 
Our  Lady  which  now  occupies 
the  alcove  in  the  front  hall.  Be- 
fore this  shrine  the  Litany  of 
Loretto  was  chanted  every  day 
during  the  month  of  Our 
Mother. 

Then  there  was  the  usual  May 
Procession,  held  on  the  last  even- 
ing of  the  month.  Beautiful 
shrines,  radiant  with  lights  and 
fragrant  with  fresh  Spring  flow- 
ers, had  been  erected  in  various 
parts  of  the  house,  and  after  a 
few  earnest  words  on  devotion  to 
Mary,  by  Rev.  Father  Daly. 
C.SS.R.,  the  procession  of  postu- 
lants, novices  and  professed  Sis- 
ters wended  its  way  through  the 
Novitiate,  their  voices  echoing 
through  the  corridors  in  joyful 
hymns  of  praise  to  the  Queen  of 
Heaven. 

On  returning  to  the  chapel, 
the  Act  of  Consecration  was  re- 
eited.  Then  came  Benediction  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  when  all 
hearts  and  heads  were  bowed  in 
loving  adoration  to  receive  the 
blessing  of  Mary's  Son. 


APPRECIATION. 

From  the  East. 

A  parish  priest  in  Newfound- 
land, Rev.  S.  J.  Gough,  expresses 
his  interest  in  and  appreciation 
of  our  work  as  follows :  "I  want 
to  assure  you  of  my  deep  interest 
in  the  work  which  the  Sister-  of 
Service  are  doing  so  nobly  in 
Western  and  Eastern  Canada. 
Would  that  I  could  send  you 
something  worth  while  !  Unfor- 
tunately, we  have  our  problems 
here,  too,  with  mines  and  fisher- 
ies at  a  very  low  ebb.  However, 
you  may  feel  sure  that  your  work 
is  remembered  at  the  altar.  The 
institution  of  the  S.O.S.  was  a 
happy  inspiration  and  no  doubt 
the  Finger  of  God  is  here  pres- 

From  the  West. 

The  following  extracts  from  a 
letter  received  from  the  Most 
Rev.  J.  C.  McGuigan,  Archbishop 
of  Regina,  is  encouraging  and 
gratifying: 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Ed- 
monton I  saw  at  close  range  the 
excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple 
missionary  activities.  I  cannot 
too  highly  commend  their  zeal 
and  energy  for  the  salvation  of 
the  most  abandoned  souls  of 
Western  Canada.  The  corres- 
pondence course  in  religious  in- 
struction, which  they  carry  on 
with  such  success,  deserves  a 
special  tribute,  as  they  thus  min- 
ister to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic 
school." 


LOOK  AFTER  GOD'S  INTERESTS. 
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'ST.  PETER"  GOES  WEST 


The  "St.  Peter,"  Catechetieal  Van.  leaving  the  Mother  House  for  the  Western  Mission  Field. 


On  Friday  morning,  June  9th, 
our  new  Trailer- Van,  St.  Peter, 
took  flie  road  for  Manitoba, 
where  it  will  serve  as  transporta- 
tion and  accommodation  for  our 
sisters  who  will  be  engaged  in 
teaching  Catechism  in  that  dis- 
trict this  summer.  In  our  next 
issue  we  hope  to  give  some  in- 
teresting details  of  its  travels. 

His  Excellency  Archbishop 
Sinnot,  in  a  letter  to  Father 
Daly,  said:  "I  am  delighted  to 
hear  that  the  Catechetical  Van, 
St.  Peter,  is  already  on  its  way. 
I  am  sure  it  will  enable  the  Sist- 
ers to  do  better  work — if  that 
be  possible — in  the  instruction 
of  the  children  around  Camp 
Morton.  I  thank  you  very  cordi- 
ally for  sending  the  Van  to  this 
diocese,  and  I  am  sure  it  will 
justify  its  existence  during  the 
coming  summer. 

On  Sunday,  June  18th,  this 
new  Van  was  blessed  outside  St. 
Edward's  Church,  Winnipeg, 
after  the  Corpus  Christi  Proces- 


sion, by  the  Rt  Rev.  Archbishop 
sinnot,  after  which  it  proceeded 
to  Camp  Morton,  the  centre  of 
the  season's  operations. 


FORTY  HOURS. 

Again  this  year  we  were  pri- 
vileged to  have  in  our  Novitiate 
chapel  the  forty  hours'  exposi- 
tion of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
beginning  on  June  21st  and  end- 
ing on  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  High  Mass  was  sung  each 
morning  by  the  Rev.  Father  Nea- 
lon  and  in  the  evening  a  sermon 
was  preached  and  Benediction 
given  by  the  Rev.  Father  Daly, 
C.SS.R.* 

What  a  foretaste  of  heaven  to 
have  our  Eucharistic  King  en- 
throned in  exposition  for  three 
whole  clays!  And  during  these 
wonderful  hours  of  grace,  the 
gleam  of  golden  lights  and  the 
perfume  of  exquisite  flowers  of- 
fered their  tribute  of  praise  in 
unison  with  the  fervent  prayers 

HE  WILL  LOOK  AFTER  YOURS. 


of  loving  adorers  of  Jesus  in  the 
Sacrament  of  His  Love. 
Sweet  Sacrament,  we  Thee 
adore, 

0  make  us  love  Thee  more 
and  more ! 

#    *  * 

WELCOME  HOME! 

In  June  we  had  the  pleasure 
of  welcoming  home  four  of  our 
Sisters  from  the  Western  mis- 
sions: Sister  Pickup,  Sister 
De  Marsh,  Sister  E.  Donnelly 
and  Sister  O'Reilly.  They  ex- 
pect to  remain  with  us  for  a  few 
months  if  the  lure  of  the  West 
does  not  prove  too  strong  for 
them.  #    #  * 

TRAVELLING  WEST. 

Sister  Margaret  Guest,  our 
Mistress  of  Novices,  has  left  for 
a  visit  to  our  Western  Missions, 
where  she  will  no  doubt  be  wel- 
comed heartily  by  all  who  know 
her,  and  especially  by  those 
Sisters  who  were  once  her  novi- 
ces. 
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WHEN  EAST  MEETS  WEST 

IMPRESSIONS  OF  A  NEW  MISSIONARY 

again  failed.  The  need  for  a  hospital  was  great, 
so  once  again  it  opened,  with  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice in  charge.  The  number  of  patients  gradu- 
ally increased,  leaving  no  room  for  Sisters  or 
nurses.  In  this  difficulty,  Father  Ryan,  pastor 
of  the  parish  church,  came  nobly  to  the  rescue 
with  a  donation  of  two  rooms  of  a  four-room 
house.  These  were  moved  across  the  ravine  and 
attached  to  the  hospital.  Again  and  again  it 
was  found  necessary  to  enlarge,  until  at  present 
we  have  the  modern  St.  John's  Hospital. 

Opposite  the  convent,  and  across  the  bridged 
ravine,  stands  the  little  white  parish  church. 
Here  our  Sacramental  Lord  waits  in  loneliness 
for  the  return  of  His  wayward  people — and  they 
are  gradually  remembering  and  coming  back  to 
Him.  The  congregation  has  greatly  increased 
since  the  days  of  the  Oblate  Fathers,  Father 
Louis  and  Father  Boudreau,  who  lived  in  a 
blanket-partitioned  sacristy. 

Under  Father  Ryan,  a  two-room  house  was 
erected,  with  an  additional  two  rooms  at  a  later 
period.  The  original  two  rooms  are  now  used  as 
a  club  house.  At  the  present  time  the  Rectory  is  a 
four-room  white  house  in  the  midst  of  trees  and 
green  lawn.  Under  the  present  pastor,  a  Church 
Choir  and  Altar  Society  have  been  formed,  as 
well  as  regular  Catechism  classes  for  the  children. 
It  is  imposible  to  have  regular  Mass.  Even  on 
Sundays  we  must  occasionally  do  without  this 
privilege ;  but  the  people  are  becoming  more  and 
more  interested  in  the  Church  and  Church  affairs, 
and  this  is  consolation  for  all  hardships  and  pri- 
vations, whether  spiritual  or  temporal. 

S.M.B..  S  O  S. 

ACCOMPLISH  GREAT  THINGS  FOR  GOD. 


THE  long  trip  across  the  Prairies  proved  en- 
chanting — -  the  flat  country  so  resembled 
great  frozen  lakes  dotted  with  tiny  bush- 
covered  islands.  On,  on,  across  the  hilly  rolling 
country  of  Alberta,  with  everywhere  the  tiny 
shacks  of  settlers  nestling  against  the  base  of 
some  hill,  until  I  reached  Edson,  in  the  midst 
of  trees.  As  I  breathed  deeply  the  cold,  dry,  in- 
vigorating air  and  gazed  at  the  trees,  the  low 
houses  and  unpaved  streets,  I  sighed  with  relief. 
My  first  mission  would  be  an  interesting  one  at 
least. 

The  hospital  is  a  well-equipped  fire-proof 
building,  having  a  thirtyTied  capacity,  although 
in  time  of  need  it  may  accommodate  as  many  as 
forty  patients.  At  present  there  are  four  doctors 
in  attendance,  with  a  hospital  staff  of  twelve, 
which  latter  is  also  increased  when  necessary. 
From  the  hospital  roof  a  very  fine  view  of  the 
surrounding  country  is  obtained  —  miles  and 
miles  of  forest  extending  to  the  snow-capped 
Rockies,  rising  majestically  in  the  distance,  and 
the  waters  of  the  McLeod  River  showing  at  inter- 
vals through  the  trees,  the  silver  patches  of  water 
sparkling  beautifully  against  the  dark  green  foli- 
age of  the  trees. 

The  West  is  very  fascinating.  There  is  some- 
thing in  the  atmosphere  one  feels  but  cannot 
grasp  —  in  the  air,  in  the  sticky,  no-where-like-it 
mud  of  the  little  town,  in  the  trees,  in  the  land- 
scape and  the  tiny  houses.  One  could  easily  like 
the  West. 

The  first  hospital  in  Edson,  known  at  present 
as  the  Convent,  began  as  a  small  cottage  hospital 
under  •secular  management,  and  failed.  It  was  open- 
ed again  under  denominational  supervision,  and 
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SUNSHINE  AND  SHADOW. 

The  following  incidents,  culled  from  the  daily 
routine  of  our  hospital  work,  illustrate  how  sun- 
light is  flecked  with  shadows,  grey  mingled  with 
gold,  and  clouds  fringed  with  silver: 

The  Least  of  These. 

'Tis  near  midnight !  A  knock  at  the  door,  and 
Sister  hurries  to  open  it,  wondering  what  in  the 
world  has  happened  now,  for  in  a  country  hospi- 
tal one  must  be  prepared  for  all  sorts  of  emer- 
gencies. 

This  time,  however,  it  is  not  an  accident.  The 
light  from  the  open  doorway  falls  on  the  face  of 
a  young  lad,  very  tired-looking,  with  a  heavy  kit 
on  his  back.  In  answer  to  Sister's  kind  enquir- 
ies, he  tells  how  he  has  tramped  many  weary 
miles  in  search  of  work,  until  now  his  feet  are 
frozen  and  he  can  go  no  further. 

Such  a  story,  told  so  pathetically,  would  melt 
a  heart  of  stone.  Sister's  heart,  being  of  a  much 
more  impressionable  substance,  she  loses  no  time 
in  ushering  him  through  the  corridor  into  the 
warmth  and  light  of  the  hospital. 

A  difficulty  presents  itself.  There  is  not  a 
vacant  bed  in  the  house.  But  S.O.S.  missionaries 
are  accustomed  to  overcoming  difficulties,  so  an 
old  cot  is  made  into  a  cosy  little  bed,  and  soon 
the  poor  lad  is  resting  for  the  night,  his  hunger 
appeased  and  his  poor  frozen  feet  attended  to. 

Some  days  later  he  goes  on  his  way,  but  the 
gratitude  shining  in  his  eyes  as  he  says  farewell 
amply  repays  the  Sisters,  whose  lives  are  dedicat- 
ed to  the  service  of  Him  Who  said:  "Whatsoever 
you  do  to  the  least  of  these,  my  brethren,  you 
do  it  unto  Me." 

Who  Is  The  Fool? 

This  story  was  told  one  of  our  Sisters  by  a 
non-Catholic  patient.  "One  day,"  he  said,  "be- 
fore I  was  ill,  I  happened  to  be  in  a  store  with  a 
friend,  when  one  of  your  Sisters  came  in  to  buy 
something.  As  she  went  out,  my  friend  remarked  : 
'What  a  fool  she  is  to  live  a  life  like  that!'  " 

"That  same  man  was  in  to  see  me  the  other 
•  lay,''  continued  our  patient,  "and  I  told  him 
that  since  I  have  been  in  this  hospital  and  seen 
all  the  good  done  by  the  Sisters  I  am  convinced 
that  it  is  not  the  Sister  who  is  the  fool,  but  he 
himself." 

*    #  * 

Grace  Rejected. 

A  man  who  had  been  admitted  for  examina- 
tion was  in  need  of  an  operation.  The  Sisters 
learned  that  he  was  a  fallen-away  Catholic,  who 
had  boasted  around  town  that  he  "could  live 
without  religion."  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had 
lived  without  it  for  many  years.  However,  just 
before  going  on  the  operating  table  he  consented 


to  talk  with  the  priest,  and  promised  to  have  his 
marriage,  which  was  not  valid,  made  so  after 
his  recovery.  No  persuasion  could  make  him  go 
further  than  this,  and  of  course  he  could  not 
receive  the  Sacraments. 

The  operation  was  successful,  and  he  seemed 
to  be  on  the  way  to  recovery,  when  suddenly  the 
wretched  man  took  a  change  for  the  worse  and 
passed  away  without  even  a  prayer.  As  he  lived 
— so  he  died. 

#    #  # 
Grace  Accepted. 

One  day  a  man  was  brought  in  seriously  ill. 
His  mind  was  wandering,  but  in  lucid  intervals 
he  made  us  understand  that,  although  he  was 
not  a  Catholic,  he  had  a  great  esteem  for  the 
Catholic  Faith.  He  never  seemed  satisfied  unless 
the  priest  were  beside  him,  and  often  said  that 
Father  did  him  more  good  than  the  doctor. 

We  all  prayed  fervently  that  this  poor  soul 
might  receive  the  Gift  of  Faith.  The  grace  was 
given,  he  corresponded  generously,  and  had  the 
great  happiness  of  receiving  Holy  Baptism  short- 
ly before  his  death. 


UNEXPECTED  PUPILS. 

Our  Sisters  who  teach  Catechism  in  Western 
rural  districts  have  sometimes  strange  experi- 
ences, as  the  following  extracts  from  a  letter 
will  show : 

....  We  had  rather  an  interesting  experi- 
ence at  Foley  to-day.  When  we  arrived  there 
we  found  a  car  outside  the  school,  and  on  the 
car  was  a  large  red  sign  which  read,  "Jesus 
Saves."  We  discovered  that  an  elderly  man  and 
a  younger  one  had  arrived  before  us  and  were 
in  the  schoolroom.  At  our  approach  they  both 
went  to  the  back  of  the  room  and  calmly  seated 
themselves.  We  decided  it  would  be  better  not 
to  pay  any  attention  to  them.  So  we  proceeded 
to  sing,  with  great  fervour,  "Faith  of  Our  Fathers 
Living  Still" ;  then  we  said  our  prayers  as  usual. 
After  that  I  read  and  explained  the  lesson  for 
the  day.  Sister  W  then  took  her  class  out- 
side, and  these  two  "Missionaries"  (as  the  child- 
ren called  them)  stayed  for  my  Catechism  lesson. 
At  recess  they  retreated  to  their  car,  which  I 
noticed  was  filled  with  club  bags  of  literature, 
pictures,  etc.  They  departed  a  little  later.  The 
children  told  us  that  these  men  came  to  school 
on  Friday  last,  even  though  they  were  told  by 
the  Secretary-Treasurer  not  to  come.  They  cer- 
tainly are  importunate  or  persistent,  but  they  did 
not  win  out  to-day." 

The  above  incident  proves  how  necessary  it  is 
that  Catholic  teachers  should  be  on  the  spot  to 
offset  the  insidious  propaganda  of  false  teachers 
who  would  rob  our  children  of  the  precious  heri- 
tage of  Catholic  Faith. 


YOU  CAN  EXPECT  GREAT  THINGS  FROM  GOD. 
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Death— Sudden  But  Not  Unprovided 


Joseph  Riordan,  a  17-year-old  lad  of  Carman, 
Man.,  who  had  been  taking  Catechism  lessons 
regularly  from  our  Catechetical  House  in  Edmon- 
ton, wounded  himself  accidentally  and  fatally  while 
on  a  rabbit-hunt- 
ing expedition  last 
Dec  ember.  I  t 
seems  he  tripped 
on  his  snowshoes, 
and  his  gun  dis- 
charging in  the 
fall,  sent  a  bullet 
through  his  left 
nostril  t  o  the 
brain.  From  the 
beginning  t  h  e 
boy's  c  o  n  dition 
was  regarded  a s 
hopeless,  and  he 
passed  away  with- 
out regaining  con- 
sciousness. 

These  facts  we 
gathered  from  a 
local  news- 
paper, but  to  us,  and  to  all  who  place  the  soul 
above  the  body,  and  things  spiritual  above  things 
temporal,  the  real  heart-interest  is  contained  in 
a  letter  received  at  the  Catechetical  House  some 
weeks  later  from  the  lad's  heart-broken  mother. 
She  says : 


The  Office.  S.O.S.  Catechetica 
is  heiny  done  for  our  scatter 
prepare  them  for  I 


"This  is  a  very  sad  letter  for  me  to  write,  as 
poor  Joseph  passed  away  a  month  to-day.  I  just 
thought  I  could  not  put  off  writing  any  longer,  for 
I  want  to  tell  you,  dear  Sister,  how  much  you  helped 

Joseph  to  lead  a 
holy  life  while 
we  lived  on  the 
Prairies  and  no 
church  near.  He 
learned  his  duties 
by  your  lessons.  He 
was  confirmed,  and 
went  t  o  Church 
whenever  he  could. 
He  received  Com- 
munion on  Monday 
morning  from  a 
missionary  p  r  iest, 
and  died  the  next 
night.  I  am  enclos- 
ing $1.00  for 
stamps,  or  anything 
you  like,  as  Joseph 
always  intended  to 
do  something  for 
year  kindness.  I 
know  you  will  say  a 
prayer  for  him.  And 
I  thank  you  all  again  for  helping  Joseph  to  lead 
such  a  good  life." 

This  is  surely  an  encouraging  tribute  to  the 
good  work  being  accomplished  among  the  young 
people  of  Western  Canada  by  our  Catechism  Cor- 
respondence Course. 


1  House,  where  so  much 
ed  Western  Catholics  to 
ife — or  death. 


ACTIVITIES  AT  THE  SETTLEMENT  HOUSE 


On  April  26th,  in  St.  Patrick's  Auditorium, 
the  children  of  our  Settlement  House,  131  McCaul 
Street,  presented  a  charming  operetta  —  "The 
Forest  Court." 

The  young  performers  were  trained  by  the 
Sisters,  many  hours  being  devoted  to  careful  and 
patient  rehearsing.  The  costumes,  too,  required 
much  ingenious  planning,  but  the  result  obtained 
was  well  worth  the  effort. 

Leaves,  flowers,  elves,  owls  and  even  a  rabbit 
and  tortoise  were  cleverly  impersonated  by  the 
young  people.  Especially  worthy  of  mention 
were  the  water  fairies,  who,  rising  from  a  magic 
crystal  pool,  delighted  the  audience  with  their 
graceful  dancing  and  shimmering  costumes. 

This  dramatic  venture1  of  our  young  folks  at 
the  Settlement  House  was  so  successful,  that  it 
was  necessary  to  repeat  the  performance  three 
times. 


On  May  27th  a  Bazaar  was  held  in  St.  Patrick's 
Hall  in  aid  of  our  Settlement  work.  Every  na- 
tionality under  the  .sun  seemed  to  be  represented, 
and  the  affair  was  a  decided  success,  both  socially 
and  financially.  Refreshments  were  sold,  and 
there  were  various  attractions  for  children  and 
grown-ups.  The  chief  interest},  however,  was 
centred  in  a  Chevrolet  car,  on  which  tickets  had 
been  sold,  ranging  in  price  from  lc  to  10c.  There 
was  great  excitement  when  the  drawing  took 
place.  Mr.  J.  Lobraico,  of  37  Borden  Street.  Tor- 
onto, was  the  fortunate  holder  of  the  winning 
number. 

#    *  # 

Two  of  our  Sisters  who  have  been  engaged  in 
Settlement  work  for  the  past  seven  months  at- 
tended a  five-day  Settlement  Convention  held  in 
Detroit  in  the  month  of  June. 


THE  CHURCH  EXPECTS  EVERY  CATHOLIC  TO  DO  HIS  DUTY. 
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VISITING  DAY  ON  ONE  OF  OUR  MISSIONS. 

The  sun  shone  brightly  as  we  wended  our 
way  to  a  district  in  a  certain  city  where  poverty 
and  want  reign.  As  we  turned  down  the  cobble- 
stone walk,  badly  in  need  of  repair,  little  child- 
ren ran  hither  and  thither — playing.  Some  of 
the  faces  were  so  dirty  that  it  was  quite  a  prob- 
lem to  determine  the  true  colour  of  their  com- 
plexion. Tenement  houses  lined  both  sides  of 
the  street,  uncurtained  windows  on  some,  others 
with  windows  thrown  wide  open,  men  and  women 
leaning  out  of  them,  talking;  over  all  the  atmos- 
phere of  want,  which  is  their  daily  portion.  It 
is  a  sad  sigt. 

Through  one  of  the  open  windows  the  face 
of  a  woman  smiled  at  us  (she  was  the  first  on 
our  list  of  calls  that  day).  In  her  arms  she  held 
a  baby.  "We  entered  the  tenement,  knocked  at 
her  door,  and  received  a  cordial  welcome.  Her 
husband  was  there  and  two  little  boys,  with 
bright,  shining  faces  and  hair  neatly  parted.  Mr. 
 is  not  a  Catholic.  Mrs.   was  bap- 
tized a  Catholic.  but  unfortunately  was 
not  brought  up  in  the  practise  of  her  Faith,  and 
knows  very  little  about  it.  The  children  were 
baptized  in  the  English  Church,  but  since  the 
Sisters  have  been  calling,  the  mother  declares 
they  are  to  go  to  the  Catholic  school,  so  they  may 
yet  come  into  their  birthright  — the  True  Faith. 
After  recommending  taking  the  boys  to  the  clinic 
to  have  their  teeth  attended  to,  and  prescribing  a 
remedy  for  the  baby's  sore  eyes,  we  exchanged  a 
few  pleasant  words  of  parting  with  the  husband 
and  wife,  and  continued  on  our  way. 

Our   next   call   was   on   Mrs.  ,   an  old 

lady  who  had  just  returned  from  the  hospital, 
where  she  had  undergone  an  operation  for  cancer 
of  the  stomach.  She  was  about  seventy  years 
old.  Her  husband  was  long  since  dead,  also  her 
daughter.  Her  one  son  she  thought  was  still 
living,  but  did  not  know  his  whereabouts.  We 
entered  by  the  back  door,  passing  through  a 
room  which  was  kitchen  and  diningroom,  into 
the  bedroom  beyond.  Our  patient  lay  on  a  bed 
which  must  have  been  far  from  comfortable,  and 
the  bedclothes  were,  oh,  so  dirty.  How  that  poor 
little  woman  welcomed  us!  When  we  told  her 
we  were  Sisters  she  was  overjoyed,  and  said  she 
had  been  praying  to  have  her  bed  made  nice  and 
clean,  for  Father  had  promised  to  bring  her  Holy 
Communion.  All  her  life  she  had  Avorked  hard, 
cleaning  and  scrubbing  for  others,  but  she  had 
always  been  able  to  pay  her  way;  even  now  she 
was  paying  her  rent  for  this  poor  place,  and 
would  continue  to  pay  it  If  she  did  not  live  too 
long.  We  promised  to  bring  nice  clean  linens 
for  her  bed.  She  blessed  us  as  we  departed.  We 
tried  to  persuade  her  to  go  to  the  "Old  Lady's 
Home,"  for  although  she  declared  the  neighbours 


were  very  good  to  her,  we  thought  she  would 
be  much  better  off  in  a  home. 

Crossing  over  to  another  poor  street,  we  climb- 
ed to  the  top  floor  of  a  building  to  visit  the  hus- 
band, child  and  parents  of  a  little  woman  who 
had  died  very  suddenly  and  been  buried  a  few 
i lays  previous  to  our  call.  She  was  just  21  years 
old,  and  a  victim  of  that  dreaded  disease  —  tuber- 
culosis. These  people,  though  poor,  and  living  in 
such  undesirable  quarters,  were  clean  and  re- 
spectable, and  their  apartments  neat  and  tidy. 
They  thanked  us  so  much  for  calling  on  them. 

We  also  visited  the  Insane  Asylum  to  see  a 
young  girl  who  had  become  temporarily  deranged 
from  loneliness  and  want.  She  was  a  new  case 
for  us,  and  we  hope  to  make  life  better  and 
brighter  for  her  when  she  returns  to  the  city, 
as  she  will  shortly  be  discharged  as  completely 
cured. 

So  ends  one  of  our  visiting  days,  and  at  even 
we  return  to  our  little  chapel,  where,  kneeling 
in  the  Sacred  Presence,  we  recall  for  our  en- 
couragement and  reward  those  consoling  words  of 
the  Master:  "I  was  sick  and  in  trouble  and  you 
visited  Me."  q  n  q 


TORONTO  HOSTEL  MAY  PROCESSION. 

On  the  last  Sunday  of  May  the  Toronto  Hostel 
girls  held  their  annual  procession  in  honour  of 
Our  Lady.  Through  the  hostel  and  convent 
grounds  they  proceeded,  two  by  two,  white-robed 
and  white-veiled,  bearing  beautiful  banners  and 
singing  well-known  hymns  to  the  "Queen  of  the 
Angels  and  Queen  of  the  May." 

There  is  something  peculiarly  touching  about 
a  procession  of  hostel  girls.  They  are  all  so  far 
away  from  their  dear  earthly  mothers,  separated 
by  miles  of  land  and  ocean  from  the  blessing  of  a 
mother's  love  and  counsel.  How  consoling  it  is 
to  see  them  gathered  together,  invoking  the  pro- 
tection of  their  Heavenly  Mother  in  this  united 
act  of  devotion ! 

The  procession  halted  before  an  exquisite 
shrine  erected  in  the  hostel  grounds,  and  the 
floral  offerings  carried  by  the  girls  were  deposited 
at  the  foot  of  Our  Lady's  statue.  Rev.  Father 
Daly,  C.SS.R.,  then  gave  an  interesting  talk,  in 
which  he  advised  the  girls  to  make  the  best  of 
present  depressing  conditions  until  times  grew 
brighter.  He  also  stressed  the  importance  of 
keeping  away  from  bad  companions  who  might 
lead  them  astray,  impressing  on  them  very  earn- 
estly- that  "purity  is  the  strength  and  beauty  of 
life." 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  address  Father  Daly 
read  an  Act  of  Consecration  to  Our  Lady,  after 
which  the  procession  re-formed  and  wended  its 
way  to  the  Convent  Chapel,  where  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  given. 


VOCATION  GIVES  PURPOSE  AND  DIRECTION  TO  LIFE. 
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PRAYJE  THEREFORE  THEJQRD 

AOF  THE  HARVEST* 


Sublime  and  Useful  Prayer  '  >sw 


Of  all  the  prayers  and  suppli- 
cations that  ascend  from  the 
hearts  of  Christians  to  the  throne 
of  God  there  are  none  more 
pleasing  to  Him  and  more  useful 
to  the  Church  and  to  souls  than 
those  offered  up  for  our  mis- 
sions and  missionaries. 

How  pleasing  to  our  Heavenly 
Father  to  listen  to  His  children 
pleading  for  the  preservation 
and  extension  of  His  Kingdom 
upon  earth.  What  joy  for  Him 
to  feel  that  we  are  His  interested 
partners  in  the  work  of  the  sal- 
vation of  mankind  !  These  pray- 
ers, when  true  and  sincere,  are 
necessarily  prompted  by  love. 
Because  we  sincerely  love  Him 
we  desire  to  see  "His  Kingdom 
come"  upon  earth.  That  God 
may  be  more  and  more  glorified 
by  the  salvation  of  souls  is  the 
incessant  wish  of  a  loving  heart. 
So  every  missionary  prayer  is 
but  another  form  of  the  sublime 
cry  of  the  heart  of  our  Saviour: 
Thy  Kingdom  come ! 

And  how  profitable  to  the 
Church !  Through  prayer  her 
invisible  frontiers  are  pushed 
back  into  that  great  "no  man's 
land,"  where  Jesus  Christ  is  yet 
the  "unknown  God."  Did  not 
the  great  St.  Paul  say  to  his  dis- 
ciple Timothy:  "I  desire  there- 
fore first  of  all  supplica- 
tions, prayers,  intercessions  and 
thanksgivings  be  made  for  all 
men  .  .  .  for  this  is  good  and  ac- 
ceptable in  the  sight  of  God,  our 


Saviour,  Who  will  have  all  men 
to  be  saved  and  to  come  to  the 
knowledge  of  the  truth."  (Tim. 
ii..  1-4). 

Did  not  the  Apostle  himself 
give  us  the  example  of  prayer? 
Writing  to  his  beloved  Ephe- 
sians  he  tells  them  that  he  in- 
cessantly bows  the  knee  to  the 
Father  "of  Jesus  Christ,  "that 
they  may  be  able  to  comprehend 
with  all  the  saints,  what  is  the 
breadth  and  length,  and  height, 
and  depth"  of  God's  love  for 
man.  Did  not  St.  James  also  tell 
us  to  "pray  one  for  another,  that 
we  may  be  saved."  (v.  16). 

Prayer  releases  those  hidden 
supernatural  powers  of  Redemp- 
tion. No  one  Can  fathom  how 
far-reaching  may  be  a  prayer 
dropped  from  our  heart  into  the 
boundless  ocean  of  God's  mer- 
cies. One  little  prayer  welling 
up  from  the  depths  of  a  loving 
heart  is  often  enough  to  make 
these  merciful  waters  overflow 
their  banks  and  inundate  a  soul 
in  need.  Flow  powerful  were  not 
the  prayers  of  the  Little  Flower 
for  the  propagation  of  the  Faith  ! 
Does  she  not  continue  to  shower 
down  the  roses  of  her  charity 
upon  our  world-wide  mission 
field?  It  is  because  her  prayers 
were  so  powerful  that  the  Holy 
Father  has  appointed  her,  with 
St.  Francis  Xavier,  the  patroness 
of  every  Catholic  missionary  en- 
deavour. 

The  soul  of  one  who  prays  for 


tli e  missions  is  the  first  to  derive 
the  greatest  benefit  of  her  own 
charity.  When  indeed  the  in- 
terests of  God  and  His  Church 
become  "our  interests,"  how 
could  we  become  entangled  in 
the  sinful  interests  of  the  world, 
of  pride  and  of  the  flesh?  The 
soul  on  the  wings  of  an  apostolic 
prayer  rises  to  the  lofty  heights 
of  pure  and  disinterested  love. 

Moreover,  this  desire  for  the 
extension  of  God's  Kingdom 
opens  the  gates  of  God's  infinite 
mercy  upon  our  past  errors  and 
thereby  carries  with  it  a  sure 
sign  of  our  own  predestination. 
"He  who  saves  a  soul  predesti- 
nates his  own,"  says  St  Augustin. 
These  words  of  the  great  Doctor 
are  but  an  echo  of  what  is  writ- 
ten in  St.  James'  Epistle:  "My 
brethren,  if  any  one  of  you  err 
from  the  truth,  and  one  convert 
him:  He  must  know  that  he  who 
causeth  a  sinner  to  be  converted 
from  the  error  of  his  way,  shall 
save  his  soul  from  death  and  shall 
cover  a  multitude  of  sins."  (Jas. 
v.,  19-20). 

Could  there  be  anything  more 
comforting  than  this  thought  of 
securing  our  own  salvation  by  a 
continued  and  fervent  prayer  for 
our  Catholic  missions  and  mis- 
sionaries ? 

"Jesus,  Saviour  of  our  souk; 
Mary,  Queen  of  the  Apostles— 
teach  us  how  to  pray ! 

G.  DALY,  C.SS.R. 


LEADERS  ARE  ORDINARY  PERSONS  WITH  EXTRAORDINARY  DETERMINATION. 
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POPE  OP  THE  MISSIONS  HONORS 
FOUNDER  OP  MARYKNOLL. 

Nation-wide  acclaim  greeta  the 
appointment  of  the  beloved  Father 
James  Anthony  Walsh  as  a  Titular 
Bishop,  the  Holy  See  thus  bestow- 
ing on  his  life's  work  and  achieve- 
ment the  highest  possible  mark  of 
approval.  And  this  joy  extends  to 
far-distant  landisi  in  the  Orient 
where  his  spiritual  sons  and  daugh- 
ters are  manifesting  some  of  the 
apostolic  zeal  that  has  filled  his 
priesthood. 

Father  Walsh  has  had  a  greater 
inhare  than  any  other  person  in 
making  the  United  States  conscious 
of  its  missionary  obligation  to  less 
favored  portions  of  the  globe.  As 
director  of  the  Society  for  the  Pro- 
pagation of  the  Faith  in  Boston,  he 
not  only  •marshaled  the  substantial 
resources  of  a  generous  people  in 
aid  of  the  missions,  but  he  also 
created  the  beginning  of  a  mission 
literature  of  far-reaching  effect. 

His  main  work,  of  course,  is  the 
foundation,  in  co-operation  with 
the  late  Father  Price,  of  the  Ameri- 
can Catholic  Foreign  Mission  So- 
ciety, better  known  as  "Maryknoll." 
Hereby  he  not  only  organized  an  in- 
stitute that  would  carry  the  name 
and  blessing  of  our  Saviour  to  pa- 
gan peoples,  but  he  also  called  the 
missions  to  the  attention  of  our 
Catholic  flock.  The  Maryknoll  es- 
tablishments in  various  parts  of  the 
country,  its  "Field  Afar"  and  spo- 
ken propaganda,  the  Maryknoll 
apostlea  in  China,  Korea,  Man- 
churia, and  elsewhere,  are  as  many 
reminders  that  America  may  not 
hoard  its  treasures  of  faith  and 
Christian  charity,  but  must  needs 
give  of  its  bounty  to  lands  that 
know  not  Christ.  For  we  shall  not 
grow  into  a  mission-minded  people, 
actively  interested  in  the  spread  of 
the  Church  here  and  abroad,  until 


parish  after  parish  will  be  repre- 
sented in  missionary  activities  by 
some  of  its  sions  or  daughters. 
This,  to  our  mind,  accounts  more 
than  anything  else  for  the  mission 
zeal  that  has  become  synonymous 
with  some  European  countries. 

May  the  remarkable  growth  of 
Maryknoll,  unmistakable  sign  of  its 
providential  institution,  continue 
unto  the  spread  of  Christ's  King- 
dom under  the  leadership  of  its 
venerated  founder  and  Superior 
General,  His  Excellency  Bishop 
James  A.  Walsh. — Mission  News. 
*     *  * 

THE  MISSION  APPEAL. 

The  cause  of  the  Missions  is  not 
a  "charity"  appeal.  It  is  a  com- 
ponent part  of  Catholic  life.  The 
recent  Protestant  survey  as  to  whe- 
ther the  foreign  missions  are 
worth-while  would  be  preposterous 
in  the  Catholic  economy  of  things. 
We  have  no  choice  in  our  concern 
for  missionary  work.  It  was  cir- 
cumscribed by  the  Master  in  the 
commission  that  included  everyone 
who  has  been  favored  with  the  gift 
of  faith.  "Go,  teach  all  nations" 
is  not  a  counsel,  but  a  command. 

As  beneficiaries  of  the  Gospel 
of  Christ  we  may  not  hug  to  our- 
selves the  consolations  of  His  reli- 
gion and  let  the  rest  of  the  world 
go  by.  To  insulate  ourselves 
against  the  spiritual  needs  of  the 
unfavored  millions  is  un-Christian. 
Our  faith  must  be  Catholic,  not  only 
in  the  universality  of  its  appeal, 
but  equally  in  the  opportunity  of- 
fered those  not  within  the  fold  to 
hear  the  Gospel  preached.  Color, 
clime  or  racial  prejudice  can  not  be 
the  standard  or  canon  of  our  Ca- 
tholicity. The  preciousness  of 
souls,  as  taught  by  Calvary's  sacri- 
fice, must  be  the  measure  of  our 
concern. 


CONVERT   ERECTS  CHAPEL. 

A  new  mission  has  just  begun 
between  Port  St.  John  and  Libode, 
Natal,  South  Africa,  by  the  con- 
version of  an  Anglican  elder  who 
had  done  mission  work  for  his 
Church  for  many  years.  Wishing 
to  show  his  gratitude  to  God  for 
the  true  faith,  he  built  a  neat  cha- 
pel on  his  trading  station  and  in- 
formed the  natives  living  around 
his  estate  that  all  would  be  wel- 
come at  this  church.  He  undertook 
to  give  them  instruction  on  Sun- 
days, when  the  priest  could  not  be 
there.  The  conversion  of  this  gen- 
tleman and  his  apostolic  spirit 
made  a  deep  impression  on  the  pop- 
ulation. Forty  natives,  mostly 
men,  joined  the  class  at  once  as 
catechumens,  and  a  school  was 
opened  with  4  4  pupils  on  the  rolls. 
If  a  permanent  catechist  could  be 
obtained  for  this  new  station,  the 
harvest  would  apparently  be  very 
great. 

SISTER  SERVED  UNDER  NINE 
SUCCESSIVE  BISHOPS. 

Sister  Ernestine,  of  the  Sisters 
of  St.  Joseph  of  Cluny,  73  years  of 
age  and  50  years  in  Africa  without 
ever  returning  to  her  mother  coun- 
try, died  recently  at  Daker,  Sene- 
gal, French  West  Africa.  This  mis- 
sionary sister  had  the  remarkable 
record  of  seeing  nine  bishopsi  fol- 
low one  another  as  Vicar  Apostolic 
of  Senegambia. 


HAVE   YOU  A 
DIME 
SAVER? 


TO  WIDEN  YOUR  LIFE  WITHOUT  DEEPENING  IT  IS  ONLY  TO  WEAKEN  IT. 


(2 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Young  People  s  Page 


Attention,  Younc)  People1. 


Dear  Young  People: 

This  will  reach  you 
in  the  holiday  season, 
so  the  first  thing  to  do 
is  to  extend  my  best 
wishes  to  each  young 
missionary  for  a  pleas- 
ant and  beneficial  va- 
cation. 

Then,  after  the  holi- 
days—what?   Most  of 
you  will  be  returning 
to  the  class-room,  re- 
■  newed    mentally  and 

^^F\  physically    by  change 

\  and   rest   and   full  of 

M  \  eager  ambition  to  make 

V  \        the  most  of  every  op- 

portunity  for  improve- 
ment.    All  this  is  ex- 
Jl^gp  cedent,  but  do  not  for- 

get that  soul  develop- 
ment must  go  side  by 
side  with  development  of  mind  and  body.  To 
strengthen  one  and  neglect  the  other  will  result 
in  a  one-sided  character,  and  wouldn't  it  be 
dreadfid  if  any  of  our  young  missionaries  should 
be  one-sided? 

By  all  means  look  after  your  health,  strength- 
ening your  bodies  by  wholesome  food  and  good 
exercise;  develop  your  mind  also  as  much  as  you 
can,  for  now  is  your  most  favourable  opportun- 
ity for  acquiring  habits  of  serious  thinking  that 
will  be  invaluable  in  later  years.  But  with  all 
this  wise  and  necessary  attention  to  mind  and 
body,  do  not  slight  the  soul — which  is  so  much 
more  important.  Develop  it  by  saying  your  pray- 
ers well,  feed  it  whenever  possible  with  the  Hea- 
venly Bread  of  Holy  Communion  ;  keep  it  in  the 
Presence  of  God  by  short  ejaculations:  "My 
Jesus,  I  love  You";  "All  for  Thee,  dear  Jesus." 
In  this  way  you  will  grow  from  little  missionaries 
into  big  missionaries,  having  finely-developed 
characters,  well-prepared  to  face  the  storms  of 
life  courageously. 

There  are  some  of  you  for  whom  happy  school 
days  are  at  an  end.  You  feel  that  life  is  all  before 
you,  brimful  of  fascinating  interests  and  glowing 
possibilities.  What  will  you  make  of  it?  As  yet 
we  cannot  tell.  One  thing  is  certain.  With  God 
you  will  be  a  success — without  Him  a  failure. 
Never  forget  this. 

That  each  one  of  you  may  keep  very  close 
to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  your  Best  Friend  is  the 
earnest  prayer  of      THE  CAPTAIN,  Y.M.C.K. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  OUR  MAIL  BAG. 

Ka  te  Burke,  of  River  Hebert,  tells  us :  "] 
think  it  is  just  great  to  be  a  Y.M.C.K.  I  am 
eleven  years  old  and  I  am  in  Grade  YI.  I  go  to 
the  public  school,  as  we  have  no  Catholic  schools 
here.  Our  Catholic  Church  is  about  four  miles 
away,  but  we  always  go  on  Sundays  and  holy 
days  in  the  bus  or  on  cars.  I  made  my  First 
Communion  last  summer  and  I  expect  to  be  con- 
firmed this  summer"  AVe  are  pleased  to  know, 
Kate,  that  you  appreciate  the  privilege  of  being 
a  Y.M.C.K.  We  hope  you  will  try  to  share  your 
joy  by  Irving  to  get  some  of  your  friends  to  be- 
come members. 

From  Noreen  Kennedy,  of  Quebec,  we  re- 
ceived a  long,  interesting  letter,  but  there  is  only 
space  for  a  few  extracts:  "I  attended  Grand 
Mass  on  St.  Patrick's  Day.  It  was  the  first  time 
1  had  been  present,  and  I  was  very  much  im- 
pressed by  the  ceremony.  You  can  well  imagine 
how  the  parishioners  felt  when  they  heard  that 
Cardinal  Villeneuve  had  cabled  his  greetings  from 
Pome  ...  I  have  an  older  sister  who  teaches. 
She  has  a  very  hard  class.  It  is  in  the  mill  dis- 
trict and  she  has  the  first  four  grades.  I  envy 
her,  but  1  suppose  that  very  often  when  she  is 
tired  and  considers  the  distance  she  must  go  be- 
fore she  even 
starts  to  work,  she 
envies  me."  Two 
sides  to  everything 
always,  Noreen,  so 
what  is  the  use  of 
envying  • 

Lillian  Suther- 
land, one  of  our 
most  faithful  cor- 
respondents, sends 
us  a  letter  and 
something  else :  "  I 
am  mailing  you 
some  jig  -  saw  puz- 
zles and  a  few 
story  books  for  the 
kiddies,  trusting 
that  they  will  en- 
joy them.  Later 
on  I  will  send  you 
some  more  jig  - 
saw  puzzles. "  We 
received  the  parcel 
of  books  and  puz- 
zles, Lillian,  and 
they  will  bring 
much  joy  to  the 


Lilian  Sunderland. 
A  Quebec  Y.M.C.K. 
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hearts  of  some  little  ones  in  the  West.  May  our 
dear  Lord  bless  your  effort  to  help  His  missionary 
work ! 

Mary  Agnes  Deakin,  another  faithful  Y.M.C.K., 
asks:  "How  are  the  missions  and  the  mis- 
sionaries progressing?"  That  is  the  sort  of  ques- 
tion we  like  to  read,  for  it  shows  the  interest 
of  our  young  missionaries  in  the  older  mission- 
aries. We  are  pleased  to  assure  you,  Mary  Agnes, 
that  both  missions  and  missionaries  are  progress- 
ing slowly  and  confidently;  slowly,  because  of  the 
financial  depression;  confidently  because  of  un- 
bounded trust  in  Divine  Providence,  which  al- 
ways comes  to  our  assistance  when  the  need  is 
most  desperate. 

ARTIFICIAL  FLOWERS. 

"No,  we  won't  use  any  artificial  flowers  for 
our  Mother's  shrine."  Sister  Margaret's  voice 
was  quite  decided.  "Even  if  we  have  to  be  con- 
tent with  green  leaves,  we'll  give  her  something 
real  and  living." 

"But,  sister,  those  pink  paper  buds  are  so 
pretty.  And  from  a  distance  nobody  would  know 
the  difference." 

One  keen  glance  at  her  little  band  of  eager 
helpers  in  the  pleasant  task  of  erecting  the  an- 
nual May  shrine  showed  Sister  Margaret  that 
most  of  the  girls  were  in  sympathy  with  the 
opinion  that  Betty  had  been  frank  enough  to 
put  into  words. 

"Yes,  that's  just  it,"  she  assented  warmly. 
Nobody  would  know  the  difference;  they  would 
look  real,  and  only  our  Lady  would  know  there 
was  no  life  or  fragrance  in  them." 

Sister  Margaret  laid  aside  the  scissors  and 
turned  to  the  girls  with  that  far-off,  dreamy  look 
in  her  eyes  that  always  prepared  them  for  some- 
thing interesting. 

"Betty,  bring  over  the  paper  flowers,  please." 
Betty  obeyed. 

"Yes,  they  are  beautiful  to  look  at."  Sister 
held  the  flowers  close  to  her  face  for  a  moment. 
"But  they  have  no  perfume — their  beauty  is  all 
on  the  outside.  The  interested  expressions  on 
the  girls'  faces  encouraged  her  to  continue:  "To 
me  flowers  without  fragrance  are  a  symbol  of 
good  deeds  without  love.  And  I  think  our  Bless- 
ed Mother  is  about  as  fond  of  one  as  she  is  of  the 
other." 

"Oh  !"  The  exclamation  was  simultaneous  and 
very  expressive.  Once  more  it  was  Betty  who 
spoke  for  the  others. 

"You  mean,  Sister,  that  when  we  say  our 
prayers  or  do  good  actions  just  for  other  people 
to  see  and  without  any  real  love  for  God  in  our 
hearts,  it  is  the  same  as  putting  artificial  roses 
on  the  shrine." 

"Exactly!  And  just  as  the  flowers  may  look 
exquisite,  so  your  good  deeds,  too,  may  appear 


very  lovely  to  on-lookers,  but  to  God  and  our 
Blessed  Mother,  who  know  the  truth,  they  are 
lifeless  and  1  might  also  say— worthless." 

"I  never  thought  of  that  before,"  said  Betty 
slowly.  But  now  I  don't  think  I'll  ever  forget  it. 
Give  me  the  paper  flowers.  Sister,  and  I'll  pack 
them  away." 

"Oh,  no,  we  can  use  them  on  tables  and  for 
other  decorating.  But  for  Our  Lady's  Shrine 
we  must  have  life  and  fragrance  as  well  as  beau- 
ty. So  now  we'll  go  out  into  the  garden  and  see 
what  we  can  find." 

Eager  assent  greeted  this  suggestion,  and  as 
they  left  the  class-room  for  the  sunlit  flower- 
scented  garden  Sister's  last  words  on  the  sub- 
ject floated  musically  on  the  soft  spring  air, 
"Don't  forget,  girls,  to  offer  your  whole  day's 
work  as  a  beautiful  bouquet  of  prayers,  works 
and  sufferings  to  Our  Lady.  And  whatever  you 
do,"  here  there  was  a  smile  and  a  playful  shake 
of  the  finger  for  emphasis,  "don't  dare  put  any 
artificial  roses  in  it." 


WHICH  SHALL  IT  BE? 


The  High  Soul  climbs  the  High  Wag, 

And  the  Low  Said  gropes  the  Low, 
While  in  between  on  the  misty  flats 

The  rest  drift  to  and  fro. 
To  every  man  there  openeth 
A  High  Wag  and  a  LjOW, 
And  every  man  decideih 
The  wag  his  soid  shall  go. 

— John  Oxenham. 
Young  Catholic  people,  now  standing  at  the 
parting  of  the  ways,  which  Way  will  you  choose  ? 
Will  you  climb  the  High  Way  that  leads  along 
paths  of  self-sacrifice  to  union  with  Love.  Etern- 
al? Will  you  be  content  to  drift  aimlessly  along 
misty  flats  of  vague  aspirations  that  are  never 
solidified  into  fruitful  action?  Or  will  you  grope 
in  the  Low  Way  of  sloth  and  self-indulgence? 
Now  is  the  time  to  chose  your  Way.  Which  shall 
it  be? 
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First  Impressions  of  Quebec 


There  isihe  lies,   touched   with    the   sunset's  golden 
grace, 

A  wondrous  softness  on  her  old  grey  face. 

QUEBEC!  —  I  never  hear  the  name  but  my 
pulses  stir,  and  memories  come  thronging 
back  of  that  sunny  morning  long  ago  when 
I  first  set  foot  in  Canada.   Our  boat  docked  close 
to  midnight.   Unable  to  debark  owing  to  the  late- 
ness of  the  hour,  we  spent 
the  night  aboard  ship.  It 
was  strange  to  lie  there  lis- 
tening to  the  busy  hum  of 
city  life   around,  thoughts 
straying  back  to  the  even- 
ing's  unforgetablc   sail  up 
the  Saint  Lawrence.  Even 
yet  I  can  recall  the  strange 
sensation    of    change  that 
swept  over  me  as  the  huge 
ocean  liner  heaved  clear  of 
the  stormy,  turbulent  waters 
of  the  Atlantic  and  entered 
the  river's  calm.     All  day 
long   we    steamed   up  be- 
tween the  green  rolling  hills  that  bordered  either 
side,  looking  so  quietly  restful  to  our  sea-tired 
eyes,  steamed  until  evening  came  and  deepened 
into  night — a  night  beautiful  with  the  soft  whir- 
ring of  sea  gulls'  wings  overhead,  the  low  hum- 
ming of  engines,  the  tinkle  of  human  laughter, 
of  farewell. 

In  the  morning  we  were  on  deck,  almost  be- 
fore the  sun  had  a  chance  to  rise,  and  as  we 
watched  it  coming  up  in  solemn  beauty,  like  some 
slow  old  tune  of  Spain,  our  eyes  were  held  fas- 


View  of  Quebec 
Courtesy  of  C.N.R. 


cinated  with  the  scene  before  us.  High  up  on  the 
hill  lay  the  city,  its  many  spires  piercing  the 
sky,  while  perched  on  the  top  of  the  hill,  facing 
out  to  sea,  and  etched  in  dramatic  outline,  tower- 
ed what  I  took  to  be  the  old  fortress,  throwing 
out  its  challenge  to  all  the  world.  The  Chateau 
Frontenac!  History  came,  bringing  back  to  mind 
the  many  noble  names  and  still  nobler  hearts  con- 
nected with  the  scene. 

As  we  were  still  gazing,  a 
sudden  sound  broke  the  still- 
ness of  the  air,  a  bell  ringing 
afar  off.  Scarcely  had  its 
echoes  died  on  the  waters 
when  a  dozen  others  near  at 
hand  took  up  the  strain.  I 
listened,  then,  filled  with  a 
glad  surprise,  I  wondered  if 
they  could  possibly  be  Mass 
bells.  .  .  I  knew  that  it  was 
the  Feast  of  Mary,  her  As- 
sumption, but  child  as  I  was 
of  a  Protestant  country, 
where  the  practice  of  our 
holy  faith  is  much  re- 
could  scarce  believe  that  all  those 
cross-crowned  spires   were  Catholic 


from  the  River. 


stricted,  I 
clustering, 
churches. 


The  very  natural  fears,  that  had  been  gnaw- 
ing at  my  heart  at  the  thought  of  what  this  new 
land  might  hold  for  an  exile  of  twenty  years, 
vanished  as  I  listened,  and  in  their  place  came  a 
great  peace.  Often  in  the  lonely  days  that  follow- 
ed that  first  advent.  I  loved  to  recall  the  old  grey 
city  on  the  hill,  lit  with  the  glory  of  the  morning 
sun,  its  crosses  breathing  of  God's  love  and  pro- 
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tection,  and  its  old  fortress  blazening  forth  the 
message  of  courage  and  non-surrender,  and  as 
for  its  bells,  though  poets  may  sing  of  others 
more  splendid  far,  yet  to  one  heart  at  least,  there 
will  never  be  sweeter  music,  this  side  of  heaven, 
than  the  Mass  Bells  of  Old  Quebec,  ringing  down 
the  River  St.  Lawrence — welcoming  the  stranger 
at  the  gates. 

S.  McC,  S.O.S. 


CANADA'S  WATER  POWER. 

In  an  article  appearing  in  "Columbia" 
Eugene  Shevlin  tells  us  that  throughout 
the  period  of  depression,  when  practically 
every  phase  of  industrial  activity  has  been 
adversely  affected  ....  the  greatest  program 
of  hydro-electric  construction  Canada  has  ever 
known  has  been  unfolding  according  to  plan. 
A  score  of  mammoth  projects  dotting  the  broad 
expanse  of  the  Dominion  from  coast  to  coast,  in- 
volving the  ultimate  expenditure  of  some  $400,- 
000,000,  paying  scant  heed  to  a  minor  interrup- 
tion in  the  national  advance,  are  proceeding  on 
towards  their  goal  of  providing  the  Dominion 
with  new  arterial  avenues. 

In  support  of  his  prediction  that  although 
hydro-electric  power  has  wrought  tremendous 
things  for  the  United  States  electrically  will  find 
its  real  home  farther  north  and  will  reach  its 
acme  in  the  service  of  the  Canadian  people,  the 
writer  gives  the  following  facts  and  figures : 

"Canadian  water  power  resources  are  im- 
mense, being  greater  than  those  of  any  country 
with  the  single  exception  of  the  United  States. 
Figures  published  in  the  present  year  show  33,- 
617,200  horse  power,  so  that  a  relatively  small 
portion  has  as  yet  been  utilized.  Having  regard 
to  what  has  been  accomplished  with  so  little,  the 
vast  possibilities  of  achievement  as  development 
proceeds  may  be  imagined. 

"For  already  electricity  is  accomplishing  more 
for  the  Canadian  people  than  any  other  on  earth, 
this  despite  the  fact  that  one-half  of  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  Dominion  are  classed  as  rural  dwell- 
ers and  so  almost  entirely  beyond  the  scope  of 
electricity's  benefits.  New  installation  in  the 
last  decade  has  averaged  360,944  horse  power 
per  year  and  in  1930  totalled  397,944.  The  out- 
put of  electricity  has  more  than  trebled  in  the 
decade,  reaching  17,856,000,000  kw.  h.  in  1930. 
The  per  capita  production  of  electricity  in  Can- 
ada is  now  the  highest  in  the  world,  twice  that 
of  the  United  States,  more  than  five  times  that 
of  Germany,  and  nearly  six  times  that  of  Great 
Britain,  which  rank  next  in  line. 

"Scores  of  thriving  manufacturing  cities  and 
towns  are  developing  in  surprising  manner  as  the 
forces  of  provincial  rivers  are  being  harnessed. 
It  is  astounding  to  learn  that  the  manufacturing 


output  of  Manitoba  has  a  value  equal  to  its  agri- 
cultural production  and  it  is  the  boast  of  the 
city  of  Winnipeg  that  it  not  only  has  the  highest 
per  capita  consumption  of  electricity  in  the  world, 
but  that  it  is  able  to  furnish  power  for  industrial 
purposes  at  rates  which  are  lower  than  any  other 
centre. " 

After  drawing  attention  to  the  vast  hydro 
systems  of  Ontario  and  Quebec,  Mr.  Shevlin  goes 
on  to  say:  "It  is,  however,  in  the  vast  territory 
of  Western  Canada,  that  expanse  which  is  still 
so  close  to  its  pioneering  days  that  rural  electrifi- 
cation has  the  greatest  significance  and  promises 
to  effect  the  most  startling  revolution  ...  In  every 
province  a  sound  commencement  has  been  made 
on  taking  electricity  into  the  farming  districts 
and  the  steady  penetration  of  these  areas  can  be 
looked  for.  This  territory  possesses  adequate 
raw  resources  in  its  rivers  and  with  the  pro- 
grammes intelligently  being  laid  out  there  is 
little  doubt  that  it  will  become  the  most  inten- 
sively electrified  rural  area  in  the  world." 


CANADIAN  NICKEL  IN  TELEPHONE 
•  APPARATUS. 

The  Sudbury  district  provides  three-quarters 
of  the  world's  supply  of  nickel. 

Nickel  plating  protects  many  parts  of  tele- 
phone apparatus  from  rust  and  tarnish  and  im- 
proves their  appearance.  An  alloy  containing 
nickel  forms  the  springs  of  many  types  of  tele- 
phone equipment.  Nickel  is  one  of  the  compon- 
ents of  the  silver  used  in  coils  to  protect  tele- 
phone exchange  apparatus  from  injury. — Tele- 
phone News. 


THE  PUBLIC  DEBT  OF  CANADA. 

If  we  take  into  account  the  financial  obliga- 
tions of  the  Federal  Government,  of  the  Provinces 
and  of  the  municipalities,  the  total  debt  of  Canada 
in  1933  was  $6,539,728,053.  Over  six  billions!  .  . 
This  is,  for  a  country  of  a  little  over  ten  millions 
of  people,  quite  a  burden  to  carry. 
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—  lunations 


November  I  sL  1 932  -  June,  1 933 


$200.00. 

Wm.  McNanamy. 

$150.00. 

D.  and  M. 

$65.00. 

Lenten  Alms,  St.  Cath- 
arines Church. 

$55.00. 

Anonymous. 

$50.00. 

His  Excellency  Rt.  Rev.  G. 
Murray,  C.SS.R. 

$45.00. 

L.C.F. 

$40.00. 

Annie  Macmaster. 

$35.00. 

Redemptorist  Fathers, 
St.  Ann's,  Montreal. 

$35.00. 

Redemptorirt  Fathers, 

Quebec  City. 
St.  Pabrick'isi  Mission  Circle, 

Sherbrooke. 
Mrs.  O'Neill. 
Chas.  Gillooly. 

$20.00. 

Catherine  Stroeder  Bequest. 

$15.00. 

Mrs.  F.  Macdonald. 

$13.00. 

Redeimptorist  Fathers,  New- 
foundland. 

$10.00. 

Rev.  L.  P.  Levesque,  C.SS.R. 
Rev.  Fr.  Journault,  C.SS.R. 
Rev.  P.  J.  Nicholson. 
Rev.  P.  J.  McGuire. 
Rev.  M.  T.  J.  O'Brien. 
Rev.  Geo.  Prance. 


Rev.  P.  J.  Kirby. 

St.  Augustine's  Seminary 
Mission  Crusade. 

Ursuline  College,  London. 

Crusaders  of  Notre  Dame 
Convent,  Kingston. 

C.N.D.,  Ottawa. 

Girls'  Cathedral  High 
School,  Hamilton. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wm.  McNan- 
amy. 

Redemptorist  Fathers, 

London. 
Mrs.  M.  Kirkham. 
Mirs.  J.  Cochrane. 
Hon.  Cha®.  McCrae. 
Mary  Hunt. 
Alice  Williams. 
Margaret  McDonald. 
K.  Cassidy. 
Mrs.  Rose  Sehl. 
Marguerite  Fitzpatrick. 
R.  P.  Hogan. 
Mrs.  J.  E.  Ovens. 
Mrs.  J.  R.  Elliott. 
Ina  Larkin. 
Katherine  C.  Maher. 
Alice  Conway. 
Mary  Black. 
Mrs.  Robt.  Mackell. 


$7.00. 

Redemptorisit  Fathers, 

Vancouver. 
Mrs.  Mangan. 


$5.00 

Rev.   B.  Webster. 
Rev.  J.  F.  Corrigan. 
Rev.  F.  P.  Carroll. 
Rev.  J.  Dantzer. 
Rev.  M.  J.  Oliver,  C.S.B. 
Rev.  J.  A.  Mackesy. 
Redemptorist  Fathers, 

Calgary. 
Rev.  E.  G.  Polan. 
Rev.  Father  McRae. 
Rev.  Thos.  Toomey. 
C.N.D.  Charlottetown. 
Sacred  Heart  Convent, 

London. 
C.  N.  D.,  Villa  Marie, 

Montreal. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  Sacred  Heart 

Convent,  Halifax. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  O'Neill. 
Misses  M.  and  E.  Kavanagh. 
Hilda  M.  Parker. 
Anonymous. 


Mrs.  F.  Martel. 
Miss  J.  Hughes. 
Eleanor  Tracy. 
Loyola  Dooley. 
Anita  Legere. 
Anonymous. 
Mona  McConnell. 
Mrs.  F.  H.  Whit'ton. 
J.  O.  Patenaude. 
E.  Gagnieir. 
Anna  Coughlan. 
P.  Wheeler. 
M.  A.  Bohan. 
Anonymous,  Chatham. 
Annetta  Wheelan. 
Kathryn  Murphy. 
John  E.  Quinn. 
Annie  Taylor. 

$4.00. 

Mrs.  Herriot. 

$3.50. 

Mrs.  J.  Bell. 

$3.00. 

Margaret  McMullen. 
Mrs.  V.  Williams. 
Irene  Coleman. 
Lawrence  Drummond  and 

John  O'Reilly. 
Mm.  R.  Kelly. 
■J.  Bennett. 
Doris  Hay  ward. 

$2.50. 

Lloyd  Wayland. 

$2.00. 

His  Excellency  Bishop 

Galvin. 
Rev.  M.  Halm. 
Rev.  Father  Dugal. 
Rev.  T.  J.  Gough. 
Rev.  W.  L.  Heyden. 
Sr.  M.  Faustina,  Canso. 
Mt.  St.  Vincent  Mission 

Club,  Halifax. 
Sisters  of  Holv  Cross. 
Ellen  O'Neill. 
Geo.  Mason. 
Mrs.  Wayland. 
Mrs.  W.   P.  Hourigan. 
Mm.   H.  McSLoy. 
Beatrice  Walker. 
Anonymous. 
Mrs.  C.  Weber. 
Nellie  Heffeman. 


Jane  F.  Kearns. 
Mrs.  J.  Griffin. 
Anonymous,  Morrisburg. 
Margaret  Murphy. 
John  Landers. 
Miss  Mooney. 
Mirs.  Duggan. 

$1.00. 

Rev.  Father  Pennylegion. 

Rev,   L.   Lepoupon,  S.S. 

Rev.  M.  Reardon. 

Rev.  Fr.  Corley,  O.Praem. 

Rev.  J.  Dantzer. 

Elizabeth  Gahan. 

Alice  Frith. 

Mrs.  Jacob  Miller. 

Mrs.  F.  J.  Clarke. 

Library  Staff,  St.  Patrick's 

Thos.  Keane. 

Ann  P.  Barry. 

Mary  Connolly. 

J.  P.  Lewis. 

Joan  Easthan. 

Ben  Tighe. 

Florence  Lambert. 

Mrs.  Thos.  O'Connor. 

Mrs.  F.  Deacon. 

Rosa  Park. 

Wm,  J.  Guilfoil. 

Mrs.  Margaret  Copeland. 

Kate  Brown. 

Miss  E.  B.  Hunter. 

Sara  Mackay. 

Joe  Pearson. 

Miss  Bacteau. 

Mrs.  Jos.  E.  Febrenbach. 


.75 

Mary  Shannon. 

.50. 

Mary  Casey. 
Anonymous. 


Honorary  Members. 

A  Friend. 
Mrs.  D.  J.  Byrne. 
Elsie  Guinea. 
Eileen  Gibscn. 
Miss  K.  McKian. 
Miss  J.  Sullivan. 

Dime  Savers. 
$3.00. 

Catherine  Stevenson. 
Flora  Mary  Navega. 
Beatrice  M.  Caverley. 
Mrs.  Robt.  Mackell  (2). 
M.  Harrigan. 


HE  WHO  STAYS  IN  THE  VALLEY  WILL  NEVER  GET  OVER  THE  HILL. 


HOW  YOU  CAN  HELP 

THE 

Catholic  and  National  Endeavour 

of  the 

SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 


BURSES 

A  burse  is  a  sum  of  money  invested, 
usually  $5,000.  The  yearly  interest  of  this 
sum  goes  to  board,  housing,  education  and 
upkeep  of  a  Sister.  Burses  with  time  create 
an  endowment  fund  of  our  missionary 
endeavour.  They  are  without  doubt  one 
of  the  most  practical  forms  of  investment. 
The  capital  involved  works  on  indefinitely 
for  the  forwarding  of  the  greatest  of 
causes — the  extension  of  Mother  Church  in 
our  own  dear  country. 

FOUNDERS 


Those  who  give  $1,000  will  be  esteemed 
as  Founders  of  our  Missionary  Institute 

PATRONS 

The  sum  of  $500  entitles  one  to  be  a 
Patron  of  our  undertaking. 

HONORARY  MEMBERS 


Those  who  contribute  $10  a  year  for 
ten  consecutive  years — or  $100  become 
Honorary  Members.  The  giving  of  this 
amount  as  a  birthday  offering  in  gratitude 
for  the  gift  of  Faith  through  Baptism  makes 
this  form  of  contribution  very  attractive— 
Ask  for  our  folder  on  this  subject;  it  will 
surely  interest  you. 

ASSOCIATE  MEMBERS 


Those  who  give  $5  a  year  for  ten  years 
or  $50  become  our  Associate  Members. 

DIME-SAVERS 

"To  collect  the  fragments  so  that  they 
may  not  go  to  waste,"  we  send  to  our 


friends  little  pocket  dime-savers.  It  is 
wonderful  w  hat  can  be  done  for  the  missions 
in  this  way.  To  the  Catholic  child  a 
"Dime-Saver"  is  an  incentive  to  thrift  and 
sacrifice.  And  are  not  the  works  of  God 
built  on  the  savings  and  sacrifices  of  the 
people?  Send  for  a  "Dime-Saver".  You 
will  not  feel  the  loss  of  a  few  spare  dimes— 
and  Mother  Church  will  benefit  by  them. 

BEQUESTS 

Let  your  money  work  for  the  Church 
when  you  will  have  gone  into  eternity. 
If  your  last  will  leaves  nothing  to  God  and 
to  His  Church  it  is  not  the  will  of  a  true 
genuine  Catholic,  said  Cardinal  Manning. 

FORM  OF  BEQUEST 

I  hereby  give,  devise  and  bequeath  unto 
the  Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada,  Inc.,  of 
Toronto,  Canada,  a  corporation  organized 
and  existing  under  the  Federal  Companies 

Act  {insert  here  legacy)   

to  be  used  by  the  said  Sisters  of  Service  of 
Canada,  Inc.,  for  the  purpose  for  which  it  is 
incorporated. 

ANNUITY  BOND 

The  annuity  bond  is  a  contract  by  which 
persons  interested  in  our  missionary  work 
invest  their  money  with  our  Institute,  with 
the  express  understanding  and  binding  ob- 
ligation that  the  Institute  pays  them  five 
per  cent,  on  their  money  as  long  as  they 
live  and...  after  their  death  applies  this 
money  thus  Invested  tor  the  purpose  of  its 
missionary  work. 


'7  have  come  to  serve" 


£s>t£ter£  of  ^erbtce 

z^^HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
tlL  home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Canada 
Needs 

the 
Sisters 

of 
Service 


The 
Sisters 

of 
Service 
Need 
Canada 


Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate — 60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 


Halifax,  N.S  Port  Work 

Quebec,  Que   Port  Work 

Montreal,  Que  Hostel 

Ottawa,  Out  Hostel 

Toronto,  Ont  Hostel 

Toronto,  Out  Settlement  House 

Winnipeg,  Man  Hostel 

Correspondence  is  Invited 


Camp  Morton,  Man  2  Schools 

Edmonton.  Alta  Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton.  Alta  Hostel 

Vilna,  Alta  Hospital 

Edson,  Alta  Hospital 

St.  Brides,  Alta  School 

Vancouver,  B.C  Hostel 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
— Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 
►J*  N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

►J*  James  C.  McGuigan. 

Archbishop  of  Begina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J*  Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

Alfred  A.  Sixnott, 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
►f<  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

►J*  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

' '  The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
— Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  .in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work."— E.   W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
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EDITORIAL 


FROM  OUR  WESTERN  FRONT 


WE  are  writing  these  lines  from  our  Western 
.Missionary  Front.  During-  the  past  weeks 
we  have  been  visiting  the  missions  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  These  periodical  visits  are 
visits  of  direction  and  encouragement.  Scattered 
over  the  vast  stretches  of  the  Prairie  Provinces 
and  of  British  Columbia,  the  struggling  missions 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  require  this  helpful  con- 
tact. Each  mission  has  its  problems,  and  our 
young  community  is  just  learning-  how  to  deal 
with  them.  The  thought  also  that  we  are  there 
to  back  them  in  their  efforts  for  the  Church  proves 
a  great  source  of  encouragement. 

As  seen  through  the  illustrated  pages  of  our 
missionary  magazine,  life  and  work  on  our  mis- 
sions often  appear  to  many  tinted  with  the  rose- 
ate hues  of  romance;  distance  lends  enchantment. 
But  we  know  from  experience  that  the  stern  real- 
ity is  very  often  bereft  of  colour;  hard  work  un- 
der difficulties  of  all  kinds,  poverty,  trying  cli- 
matic conditions,  the  painful  indifference  of  fallen- 
away  Catholics,  face  our  missionary  Sisters  on 
all  sides.  The  grace  of  God  and  the  love  of  souls 
alone  can  explain  the  cheerfulness  with  which 
they  face  their  daily  task  aud  the  devoted  un- 
selfishness with  which  they  accomplish  it. 

One  outstanding  feature  of  our  present  sur- 
vey is  the  fact  of  the  ever-increasing  need,  both 
of  personnel  and  of  financial  assistance.  The  work 
has  grown  far  beyond  our  most  sanguine  expec- 
tations, but  the  field  of  labour  is  so  expansive 
that  the  lonely  furrows  our  missionaries  have 
plowed  are  almost  lost  in  the  vastness  of  the 
Western  horizon.  The  unplowed  field  beckons  to 
the  labourers  that  have  not  yet  come.  The  depres- 
sion has  hit  all  the  missionary  endeavours  of 
Western  Canada ;  it  is  hardly  creditable  to  what 

ALMSGIVING  NEVER 


extent  poverty  has  crippled  the  Church.  Money 
is  scarce  and  the  bills  have  to  remain  unpaid  for 
months.  This  is  naturally  a  great  source  of 
anxiety  and  worry. 

In  such  times  as  these  our  missionary  Sisters 
turn  their  eyes  and  their  hearts  with  confidence 
to  the  good  friends  of  their  work  in  the  East. 
We  do  firmly  hope  and  pray  that  this  child-like 
confidence  of  theirs  will  not  be  betrayed.  Were 
times  in  any  way  normal  several  of  our  missions 
would  be  now  self-supporting  and  even  able  to 
lend  their  aid  to  our  Mother  House  and  Novitiate. 
So  we  humbly  beg  that  the  friends  of  our  work 
will  not  now  be  found  wanting.  A  little  sacrifice 
on  your  part,  dear  reader,  will  mean  comfort  and 
relief  to  our  missionary  sisters  who  are  fighting 
a  lone  battle  for  God  and  His  Church.  You 
love  Mother  Church;  this  love  is  instilled  into 
your  heart  with  the  gift  of  faith.  Your  spiritual 
mother  now  cries  out  for  help  and  surely  your 
love  is  generous  enough  to  make  sacrifices  for  her 
and  her  work  in  the  great  Home  Mission  Field  of 
your  own  country. 

The  present  need  we  can  assure  you  is  very 
great.  We  see  it  here  with  our  own  eyes.  This 
need  can  be  met  only  by  the  assistance  of  good 
Catholics  throughout  Canada  ;  for  in  the  Church 
of  God,  in  our  country,  as  in  all  other  parts  of 
the  world,  there  is  -no  East,  no  West,  no  North, 
no  South,  but  just  the  Church  in  Canada. 


EMPTIES   THE  PURSE. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Notes  and  Comments 


OUR  ANNUAL  APPEAL. 

Our  Annual  Appeal  has  gone 
forth,  borne  on  the  wings  of  hope 
and  accompanied  by  fervent  pray- 
er, particularly  to  St.  Joseph,  our 
patron  and  protector. 

Dependent  as  we  are  on  the  free- 
will offerings  of  the  people  for  our 
very  existence,  it  is  easy  to  under- 
stand how  these  years  of  depres- 
sion have  handicapped  the  mission- 
ary work  of  our  Sisters.  Yet  they 
are  continuing  the  struggle  brave- 
ly and  cheerfully,  relying  on  the 
protection  of  Divine  Providence; 
confident  also  in  the  continued 
generous  assistance  of  loyal  Catho- 
lics who,  in  gratitude  for  their  own 
precious  heritage  of  Faith,  will  not 
see  it  perish  in  the  hearts  of  others. 

We  sincerely  hope  that  every 
envelope  sent  out  with  our  appeal 
will  return  to  us  bearing  practical 
proof  of  the  interest  felt  by  Ca- 
tholic Canadians  in  the  preservation 
and  propagation  of  the  Faith  in  our 
own  country. 

Have  you,  kind  reader,  answered 
our  appeal? 

*  *  * 

CANADIANS  IN  THE  MISSION 
FIELD. 

Canada  counts  1,622  mission- 
aries in  the  mission  field  through- 
out the  world;  431  Priests.  218 
Brothers  and  973  Sisters.  Quebec 
alone  in  193  2  gave  14  6  missionaries 
to  various  countries  under  the 
jurisdiction  .of  Propaganda.  This 
year,  on  September  2  3rd,  4  8  mis- 
sionaries left  Canada  for  China  and 
Japan. 

Canada  is  sairely  giving  a  good 
account  of  herself. 

*  Hp  * 

MONEY  AND  CHURCH 
EXTENSION. 

Cardinal  Lavigerie,  the  great 
Missionary  Bishop  and  Founder  of 
the  White  Fathers,  said  "that  we 
should  not  restrict  our  missionary 
endeavours  to  our  present  financial 
resources,  but  rather  extend  these 
resources  to  the  measure  of  our 
apostolic  works." 

This  policy  demands  faith  in  Pro- 
vidence and  trust  in  the  good  will 
of  our  Catholic  people. 

*  *  * 

CHOKED  CHANNELS. 

"Increased  tariffs,  exchange  re- 
strictions, import  quotas  and  em- 
bargoes have  choked  the  channels 
of  t.o-day's  world  trade.  They  have 
been  no  less  effective  in  reducing 
exports  than  in  shutting  off  im- 
ports."    This   explains   very  sum- 


marily out  present-day  economic 
conditions  throughout  the  world. 

*  *  * 

THE  POLLY  OF  WAR. 
A  German  mathematician  esti- 
mates that  the  World  War  resulted 
in  casualties  of  11,000,000  killed 
and  19,000,000  maimed,  with  an  ex- 
penditure of  more  than  $500,000,- 
000,000,  a  sufficient  amount  of 
money  to  buy  a  $2,500  home  in  a 
five-acre  plot,  with  $1,250  worth 
of  furniture,  for  each  and  every 
family  in  the  United  States,  Can- 
ada, Australia,  England,  Belgium, 
France,  Russia,  and  Germany,  and 
in  addition  a  hospital,  university, 
and  schools,  including  the  salaries 
of  teachers,  nurses,  doctors,  and 
professors  for  every  group  of  20,- 
000  inhabitants. — St.  John,  New 
Freeman. 

*  *  * 

CONFIDENCE  IS  NEEDED  TO 
DEYELOP  MISSIONS.  HOLY 
FATHER  DECLARES. 

Confidence,  unwavering  and  con- 
tinued, is  necessary  in  order  that 
the  Pontifical  mission  aid  societies 
may  enjoy  the  development 
throughout  the  world  which  they 
merit,  the  Holy  Father  recently 
told  the  National  Directors  of  the 
organizations  gathered  from  all 
parts  of  the  world  in  special  audi- 
ence. 

The  work  must  be  organized,  His 
Holiness  said,  in  every  nation,  in 
every  diocese  and  parish  in  such  a 
way  that  no  longer  will  there  be 
any  question  of  its  continuity.  To 
achieve  this  good  the  leaders  of  the 
movement  must  be  imbued  with  ab- 
solute confidence,  not  confidence  in 
their  abilities,  but  rather  confidence 
in  God  Who  gives  the  increase  to 
all  good  works,  the  God  towards 
Whom  this  work  i*<  directed  and 
from  Whom  it  receives  its  efficacy. 

The  mission  idea  can  be  grasped 
readily  and  appreciated  thoroughly 
by  the  Catholic  millions  throughout 
r^ristendom,  said  His  Holiness. 
With  confidence  in  God.  the  Catho- 
lic people  of  every  land  can  be  made 

a  missionary  neor^e.  he  added. 

*  *  * 

CANADA'S  CHARACTER. 

There  is  iron  and  rock  in  the 
veins  of  Canada.  a=>  well  as  gold  and 
silver.  The  stern  and  heroic  quali- 
ties that  conquered  a  wilderness 
and  built  a  Dominion,  united  from 
Ocean  to  Ocean,  still  predominate 
in  Canadian  character.  There  is  a 
permanency  in  thii=i  country  that 
grows  out  of  that  character. 


SAFETY  VALVES. 

What  is  a  safety-valve?  An  out- 
let for  steam  which  if  securely 
bottled  up  would  inevitably  cause 
an  explosion. 

Human  beings,  as  well  as  engines, 
need  an  outlet  for  pent-up  emo- 
tion, repressed  longings,  seething 
intensities,  which  if  confined  in  the 
heart  for  too  long  a  period,  will 
surely  end  in  an  explosion  no  less 
dangerous  than  the  bursting  of  a 
steam-choked  engine. 

Every  soul  has  a  safety  valve  of 
some  kind — nature  demands  it. 
Fortunate  is  he  who  has  a  trusted 
friend  to  whom  he  can  go  when  an 
accumulation  of  trying  events  has 
generated  such  a  cloud  of  emotion- 
al steam  that  his  heart  is  near  the 
bursting  point.  What  a  consolation 
at  such  a  time  to  know  there  is 
one  to  whom  we  can  speak  freely 
without  danger  of  being  misunder- 
stood, one  to  whom  we  may  con- 
fide all  secret  fears,  harrowing 
heart-aches  and  soul-sickening  dis- 
appointments! To  every  one  else 
we  must  show  a  cheerful  counten- 
ance, for  in  the  general  run  of  our 
acquaintances,  how  many  care  whe- 
ther we  be  sad  or  joyful?  But  to 
this  one  God-given  friend  we  can 
empty  our  hearts  of  all  that  is 
weighing  us>  to  earth,  confident  that 
he  will  know  just  how  much  weight 
to  give  to  desperate  words  wrung 
from  us  under  stress  of  mental  and 
spiritual  upheavals  of  hurricane  in- 
tensity. After  our  outbursts  he 
will  be  the  same — his  friendship 
unchanged,  hi?'  affection  for  us  un- 
abated— because  he  understands  so 
well  how  to  discount  escaping 
steam  and  flying  froth. 

Supposing  we  have  no  such 
friend — what  then?  There  is  al- 
ways— God — the  eternal  safety- 
valve.  Thrice  blessed  are  we  if 
lack  of  human  sympathy  throws'  us 
back  on  the  safest  of  all  safety- 
valves!  Just  as  the  maker  of  an 
engine  has  a  more  intimate  know- 
ledge of  its  needs  than  any  other, 
so  the  Creator  of  our  being  under- 
stands our  necessities  better  than 
our  dearest  earthly  companion. 
What  is  more.  He  adds  to  the  wis- 
dom of  God  the  intense  sympathy 
of  a  human  Heart — a. Heart  yearn- 
in?:  to  be  for  us  an  unfailing  safety- 
valve  of  infinite  understanding. 

S.C.A. 

*     *  « 

WHY  SEND  STAMPS? 
In  answer  to  the  enquiry  of  a 
subscriber  regarding  the  use  made 
of  cancelled  stamps,  we  wish  to  say 
that  the  stamps  are  disposed  of  to 
stamp  dealers,  the  money  received 
being  devoted  to  our  mission  needs. 
We  also  wish  to  inform  any  would- 
be  stamp-collectors  that  dealers 
prefer  to  have  paper  left  on  the 
back  of  used  stamps. 


CHARITY 


IS  NOT    V  MATTER  OF  CHOICE; 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


FINAL  PROFESSION. 

On  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  As- 
sumption,   August    15th,    at     8.30  ■ 
a.m.,  final   profession  ceremonies 
were  held  in  the  Mother  House  cha- 
pel at  Toronto. 

The  Feast  Day  Mass  was'  cele- 
brated by  the  Very  Rev.  P.  Cos- 
tello,  C.SS.R.,  appropriate  hymns 
being  sung  by  the  Sisters'  choir. 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  Holy  Sac- 
rifice the  Veni  Creator  was  chanted, 
after  which  three  Sisters  pronounc- 
ed the  perpetual  vows  that  bound 
them  irrevocably  to  the  love  and 
service  of  God,  each  Sister  receiv- 
ing a  plain  silver  ring  as  a  badge 
of  her  final  consecration. 

After  receiving  the  Vows  Father 
Costello,  in  congratulating  the  Sis- 
ters making  final  profession,  said 
that  just  as  the  Church  on  this 
great  Feast  of  the  Assumption  puts 
the  crown,  as  it  were,  on  the  life  of 
Our  Blessed  Lady,  so  final  profes- 
sion is  the  crowning  point  of  reli- 
gious life. 

The  following  Sisters  made 
final  profession:  Sister  Margaret 
O'Reilly  (Glasgow,  Scotland);  Sis>- 
ter  Beatrice  De  Marsh  (Belleville, 
Ont.);  Sister  Evelyn  Donnelly 
(Manchester,  England). 

These  Sisters  have  now  resum- 
ed their  missionary  activities  in 
the  West,  Sister  O'Reilly  returning 

IT  IS   AN  OBLIGATION  OF  THE 


to  Camp  Morton,  Man., 
and  Sister  De  Marsh  and 
Sister  Donnelly  going  to 
Vilna,  Alta. 


FIRST  PROFESSIONS  AT  THE 
NOVITIATE. 

Six  Sisters  had  the  happiness  of 
pronouncing  their  first  vows  in  our 
Novitiate  chapel  on  the  morning  of 
the  15th.  The  altar,  radiant  with 
flowers,  the  sweet-toned  hymns  of 
consecration,  all  combined  to  create 
that  atmosphere  of  holy  joy  which 
always  permeates  the  Great  Day 
of  Religious  Profession. 

The  vows  were  received  by  the 
Rev.  Father  Barry,  C.SS.R.,  who 
celebrated  the  Mass  and 
preached  the  sermon.  Father 
Barry  also  conducted  the  eight-day 
Retreat  which  preceded  the  Feast, 
thirty-six  Sisters  attending  the  ex- 
ercises. 

The  Sisters  making  first  vows 
were:  Sister  Mary  Anne  Lavoie 
(Vancouver,  B.C.);  Sister  Irene 
Washkowsky  (Meunster,  Sask.); 
S'jster  Stella  Marie  Dube  (Blind 
River,  Ont.);  Sister  Mary  Regan 
(Toronto);  Sister  Leona  RoCie  (To- 
ronto )  ;  Sister  Irene 
Faye  (Toronto). 

The  following  Sis- 
ters received  the 
Habit:  Sister  Anne 
Greene  (Killalne, 
Ont.);  Sister  Ro;e 
Jolicoeur  (Blind 
River,  Ont. ) ;  Sister 
Sarah  Foster  (Win- 
nipeg, Man.) ;  Sis- 
ter Veronica  Gillis 
(N  e  w  f  oundland)  ; 
Alta. )  ;  Sister  Jose- 
phine Du  Laska 
(Rochester),  Sister 
Leona  Troutman 
(Kitchener,  Ont.). 

Eight  new  postu- 
lants joined  our 
ranks,  and  to  these 


we  extend  a  hearty  welcome  and 
best  wishes  for  perseverance. 

TO  MISSIONS  EAST  AND  WEST. 

Our  six  newly-professed  Sisters 
have  been  equally  divided  between 
the  eastern  and  western  missions. 
A  few  days  after  ProfesiTiion  Sister 
La  Voie  and  Sister  Rose  left  for 
Halifax  and  Sister  Regan  for  Ot- 
tawa, while  Sister  Washkowsky  set 
out  for  Vilna,  Alta.,  Sister  Dube  for 
Edson,  Alta.,  and  Sister  Faye  for 
Vancouver,  B.C. 

We  wish  our  new  missionaries 
many  years  of  useful  endeavour  in 
the  Master's  vineyard  —  years 
crowned  and  brightened  by  the  joy 
that  is  born  of  loving  service. 

MY  PLEDGE. 

My  heart  hath  uttered  sweet  sounds, 
As  I  pledged  my  service  to  the  King, 
Whom  I  have  seen,  Whom  I  have 
loved, 

In  Whom  I  put  my  trust  and  to 
Whom  my  heart  inclines. 

Hence  would  I  rather  be  the  hum- 
blest in  the  House  of  my  Lord 

Than  to  possess  the  empire  of  the 
world  and  the  grandeur  of  this 
earth. 


Our  Six  Neic  Missionaries. 


CHRISTIAN  LIFE, 
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OUR  NEW  TRAILER  VAN  IN  ACTION 


ON  Sunday  evening',  July  16th,  the  Feast  of 
Our  Lady  of  Mt.  Carmel,  we  decided  to 
prepare  our  new  van,  St.  Peter,  for  the 
summer's  catechetical  work.  Until  then  it  had 
been  resting  quietly  in  the  yard  at  Camp  Morton 
Convent,  Manitoba,  open  for  inspection  to  any 
one  who  might  be  interested. 

With  the  kind  assistance  of  Father  K  

everything  was  put  in  readiness  for  an  early 
morning's  start.  Then  followed  a  lively  discus- 
sion as  to  the  proper  time  for  starting.  Sister 
W.  suggested  5  a.m.,  reasoning  that  at  such  an 
early  hour  traffic  along  the  roads  would  be  prac- 
tically nil,  and  in  case  of  accident  we  would  be 
spared  the  humiliation  of  spectators.  Sister  B. 
thought  6  o'clock  would  be  early  enough.,  while 
I  considered  that  7.00  was 
the  ideal  hour.  Eventually 
Father  K  closed  the  ar- 
gument  by    agreeing  with 


broom.'"  "Don't  forget  the  corkscrew."  "Where 
is  that  can-opener?"  "How  many  collars  should 
we  take.'"  "Do  you  think  we  need  three  or  four 
pillows'"  etc.,  etc.,  ad  infin. 

At  last  we  were  actually  on  the  road.  All 
went  well  as  far  as  we  were  concerned,  although 
the  same  might  not  be  said  of  two  old  ladies  we 
met  on  the  way.  They  were  driving  a  wagon 
and  when  they  sighted  "St.  Peter"  coming  to- 
wards them  they  were  so  astounded  that  they 
drove  into  the  ditch  to  leave  the  path  clear. 
There  they  sat- — one  facing  north  and  the  other 
south — looking  as  though  they  had  heard  the 
sound  of  Gabriel's  trumpet.  Further  on,  a  man 
who  was  cutting  wood  by  the  roadside,  at  sight 
of  the  trailer,  halted  his  axe  in  mid-air  and  stood 


me 


Accordingly  we  arose  at 
5.30.  (I  shudder  when  1 
think  of  the  unearthly  hour 
we  might  have  had  to  arise 
had  Sister  W.  gained  her 
point).  We  received  Holy 
Communion,  had  breakfast 
and  saw  that  the  dog.  Sha- 
dow, was  comfortably  housed 
for  the  summer.  Then  came 
the  bustle  of  starting.  Anx- 
ious queries  and  reminders 
might  be  heard  from  various 
points  of  activity:  "How 
many  knives  and  forks 
should  we  take?"  "Do  you 
think    we    should    take  a 


Catechism  Class  at  Matlock.  Man. 
GREAT  HEARTS  ARE  GLAD  WHEN  IT  IS  TIME  TO  GIVE; 
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gazing  at  us  as  though  petrified,  until  we  passed 
from  view. 

At  Gimley,  too,  the  people  were  amazed  at 
our  novel  caravan,  but  we  did  not  stay  there 
long,  hastening  on  to  Matlock,  our  first  cateche- 
tical objective.  We  readied  this  village  about 
9  a.m.  and,  after  some  searching,  found  a  con- 
venient place  for  parking.  We  then  started  on 
the  expansion  of  St.  Peter,  some  of  the  neigh- 
bors kindly  coming  to  our  assistance.  By  11  a.m. 
the  van  had  been  transformed  into  a  comfortable 
wee  house  and  we  were  settled  for  our  week's 
work.  Curiosity  had  attracted  a  number  of  boys 
and  these  volunteered  to  cut  down  some  trees  to 
make  a  clearing  in  which  we  might  teach.  We 
accepted  this  offer,  but  when  we  went  a  little 
later  to  inspect  our  open-air  class-room,  we  were 
amazed  to  find  they  had  cut  down  eleven  large 
trees. 

It  was  decided  that  Sister  R.  should  go  to 
Foley,  a  settlement  some  twelve  miles  distant, 
to  prepare  a  class  for  First  Communion.  So  after 
dinner  she  and  Sister  W.  set  out  in  the  car.  leav- 
ing me  in  charge  of  "St.  Peter"  (or  was  St.  Peter 
in  charge  of  me?). 

That  afternoon  I  conducted  our  first  catechism 
class.  In  the  open  space  lately  occupied  by  the 
eleven  trees  the  children  gathered  around  m'e. 
seating  themselves  on  convenient  stones  and  logs. 
The  first  thing  was  to  find  out  just  how  much  they 
knew.  That  God  made  them,  and  that  if  they 
were  good  they  would  go  to  Heaven  seemed  to 
be  the  full  extent  of  their  religious  knowledge. 
So  I  taught  them  to  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross 
and  told  them  the  story  of  Creation  and  Redemp- 
tion. The  sun  was  hot  and  mosquitoes  innumer- 
able accompanied  my  instructions  by  their 
special  "buzz"  orchestra,  a  kind  of  music 
I  have  not  yet  learned  to  appreciate.  I  was  not 
sorry  to  dismiss  the  class  when  Sister  W.  return- 
ed at  4.30 

That  night  Sister  and  I  scoured  the  neighbor- 
hood in  search  of  pupils.  This  expedition  was 
quite  successful,  but  there  were  a  few  disap- 
pointments. At  one  place  a  woman  told  us  she 
had  a  boy  of  14,  but  she  didn't  think  he  would 
want  to  learn  catechism.  On  the  way  home  we 
met  the  lad  himself  and  told  him  of  our  catechism 
class. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  interested  in  religion!"  he  told 
us.  We  used  every  convincing  argument  Ave  could 
think  of  to  change  his  attitude,  but  with  no  ap- 
parent result.  However,  Sister  W.  keeps  saying: 
"We'll  get  him  yet," 

In  another  one-roomed  cottage  we  found  a 
family  of  should-be  Catholics — father,  mother 
and  four  children.  The  mother  was  rocking  the 
feaby,  ad  the  father,  a  very  gruff-looking  man 
who  spoke  no  English,  watched  us  suspiciously 
from  a  corner.  We  asked  that  the  three  older 
LITTLE  HEARTS   FUMBLE   FRETFULLY    WITH  1 


First  Communion  Class  at  Foley. 


children  be  permitted  to  come  to  catechism.  The 
mother  seemed  agreeable,  but  the  father  was 
plainly  hostile,  although  after  a  while  he  con- 
sented to  let  them  come  one  day,  which  they  did. 
Cases  like  these  will  be  given  special  attention 
by  our  Sisters  when  they  return  in  the  Fall. 

Across  the  road  from  us  a  farmer  kept  27 
cows.  We  had  not  noticed  them  partieularly 
the  night  before,  but  at  4  a.m.  the  rattling  of 
milk-pails  and  clanging  of  cow-bells  reminded  us 
forcibly  of  our  four-footed  neighbors.  However, 
we  refused  to  let  such  trifles  disturb  our  slumbers 
for  long  and  were  soon  fast  asleep  again.  At 
seven  o'clock  we  were  awakened  suddenly  by 
warm  breath  on  our  faces.  Two  cows  had  some- 
how managed  to  get  their  heads  through  the  van 
windows,  and  while  one  had  its  head  a  few  inches 
from  my  face,  the  other  was  bestowing  the  same 
attention  on  Sister  W.  We-  extricated  our- 
selves from  this  embarrassing  position  gingerly 
but  promptly,  for  although  we  like  cows,  we 
prefer  them  to  keep  at  a  respectful  distance. 
Thereafter  we  found  it  .safer  to  get  dressed  early 
and  say  our  prayers  outside,  so  as  not  to  be  at 
home  for  our  morning  visitors. 

That  clay  about  30  children  turned  up  for  cate- 
chism. Our  kind  neighbors1  offered  to  let  us 
teach  in  their  house,  an  offer  which  we  gladly 
accepted,  it  certainly  heing  a  great  improvement 
on  the  sun-parched,  mosquito-haunted  class-room 
of  the  previous  afternoon. 

In  the  evening  the  weather  was  so  stiflingly 
hot  that  we  lay  on  rugs  under  the  skies  as  long 
as  possible.  Heavy  clouds  hung  low  on  the  hori- 
zon, so  at  eleven  oclock  we  prepared  for  a  storm, 
putting  up  the  curtains  and  leaving  lantern  and 
matches  within  easy  reach.  At  two  o'clock  we 
were  awakened  by  rumblings  of  thunder,  and  at 
2.30  the  storm  broke  in  all  its  fury.  Vivid 
flashes  of  lightning  rent  the  sky,  followed  by 
heavy  crashes  of  thunder,  while  the  rain  fell 
in  torrents.  We  lighted  our  lantern  and  put  up 
the  wooden  doors  provided  for  this  sort  of  emer- 
PURSE-STRINGS. 
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gency.  Sister  W.  retired  again,  but  I  sat  on  a 
bench,  holding  my  beads  and  a  bottle  of  holy 
water,  for  the  van  was  swaying  perilously  and 
I  felt  sleep  was  out  of  the  question.  (This  night's 
experience  taught  us  that  the  van,  when  erected, 
should  be  supported  at  each  corner  by  blocks  of 
wood).  At  intervals  I  sprinkled  Sister  generously 
with  holy  water,  not  forgetting  myself,  of  course. 

"What  are  you  sitting  up  for?"  Sister  en- 
quired presently. 

"So  that  I  can  get  out  quickly  if  anything 
happens  to  the  van." 

However,  in  spite  of  my  fears,  nothing  did 
happen,  and  at  dawn  the  storm  had  passed  and 
Nature  once  more  wore  a  smiling  countenance. 

Our  catechism  classes  were  held  regularly 
twice  a  day,  Sister  W.  instructing  in  the  morning 
and  I  in  the  afternoon.  In  a  day  or  two  Sister 
W.  had  taught  them  to  sing  a  few  hymns,  so  one 
afternoon  during  my  class  they  were  all  enquir- 
ing eagerly:  "When  are  we  going  to  sing?" 
Singing  not  being  one  of  my  strong  points,  I 
temporized  with:  "What  hymns  did  Sister  W. 
teach  you?"  They  were  not  slow  in  giving  me 
the  list  and  then  waited  expectantly  for  me  to 
start  the  music.  Realizing  it  was  up  to  me  to 
do  something,  I  said:  "I'm  afraid  I  don't  know 
the  hymns  Sister  W.  knows,  but  perhaps  you 
could  sing  them  yourselves."  Which  they  did, 
evidently  with  much  enjoyment. 

My  great  ambition  was  to  teach  them  the 
"Our  Father"  before  leaving,  so  I  had  them  say 
it  several  times  every  afternoon.  One  day  Sister 
W.  said  to  me:  "What  are  you  doing  to  those 
children  ;  they  want  to  pray  all  the  time  .'" 

"When  they  come  to  me  from  you  they  want 
to  sing  all  the  time."    I  retorted. 

Then  we  had  a  good  laugh.  "Between  us," 
commented  Sister,  "they  should  know  how  to  s\\\<x 
and  pray." 

One  day  an  old  Ukrainian  woman  came  to 
class  and  listened  reverently  to  our  prayers. 
Afterwards  she  told  us  in  broken  English  that 
she  had  two  grown-up  boys  and  she  would  like 
a  book  that  would  teach  them  about  their  reli- 
gion. We  gladly  supplied  her  with  a  catechism 
and  other  Catholic  literature. 

During  our  stay  at  Matlock  we  were  the  re- 
cipients of  miuch  kindness  and  consideration,  both 
from  the  children  and  their  parents,  and  espe- 
cially from  the  family  near  whose  home  we  had 
erected  our  "house."  We  were  loath  to  leave 
here  after  ten  days,  but  with  a  promise  to  renew 
the  work  at  regular  intervals  in  the  Fall,  we  set 
out  for  Inwood,  a  settlement  about  35  miles  dis- 
tant, where  there  is  great  opportunity  for  mis- 
sionary work  among  the  T20  school  children  who 
have  had  little  or  no  instruction  in  their  religion. 

S.M.G..  S.O.S. 


MORE  ADVENTURES  ON  THE  ROAD. 

NEXT  to  the  person  who  says:    "Oh,  you're 
taking  your  umbrella,  then  I  shan't  need 
mine,"  the  most  annoying  one  is  she  who 
predicts  ail  kinds  of  dire  happenings  when  some- 
thing new  is  attempted. 

Now  there  is  "St.  Peter"  (the  van,  you  know). 
All  we  had  to  do  was  to  couple  it  to  the  car  and 
pull  it  around  the  country  side,  where  we  were  to 
teach,  but  if  we  had  been  attempting  a  flight  to 
the  North  Pole  in  a  home-made  aeroplane  we 
could  not  have  been  regarded  with  more  pessi- 
mistic looking  faces  than  we  were  when  we  start- 
ed out  from  Matlock  with  the  Van.  And  pessi- 
mism never  helped  any  cause  yet.  As  the  small, 
thin  sister  said  to  the  medium-sized  sister:  "Even 
if  we  are  headed  for  death  we  mustn't  show  it  in 
our  countenances." 

After  the  close  of  the  first  few  weeks  (about 
which  the  tall,  thin  sister  has  already  written) 
we  were  to  move  to  a  district  about  twenty-five 
miles  further  West.  Prudence  being  one  of  our 
many  virtues,  we  carefully  enquired  which  of  the 
numerous  roads  was  the  best  to  travel  on  with 
our  two  thousand  pound  appendage.  The  in- 
formation that  one  sister  received  was  so  much 
at  variance  with  what  each  of  the  other  two  re- 
ceived that  we  decided  to  leave  the  Van  behind 
and  go  on  a  journey  of  exploration. 

"Experience  is  what  you  get  when  you  are 
looking  for  something  else,"  and  when  we  chose 
to  follow  the  most  direct  route  we  proved  the 
truth  of  that  statement,  Stones,  broken  culverts, 
wobbly  bridges  and  stones,  stones,  stones,  until 
we  were  dizzy.  Then  the  inevitable  happened — 
a  fiat  tire!  That  would  not  have  been  serious, 
except  for  one  thing — we  had  forgotten  to  bring 
our  perfectly  good  spare,  which  was  safely  lodged 
in  the  Van  fifteen  or  twenty  miles  distant.  To  be 
wrecked  in  the  Sahara  would  not  have  been  more 
appalling  (so  it  seemed  to  us)  than  to  be  where 
we  were  in  the  midst  of  a  wild  bush  country  with 
nothing  to  read  and — still  worse — nothing  to  eat. 

After  a  half  hour's  wait  a  youth  emerged  from 
the  bush  and  blandly  asked  if  we  were  in  trouble. 
As  we  had  removed  the  punctured  tire,  and  the 
ear  was  reclining  on  a  jack,  we  felt  he  was  rather 
lacking  in  imagination,  though  we  didn't  tell  him 
that.  He  said  he  knew  of  a  man  who  lived  a 
mile  away  who  had  a' car,  and  who  might  be 
home,  and  in  the  latter  event,  would  be  able  to 
patch  the  tire. 

He  departed  with  the  cause  of  all  our  misery 
on  his  back  and  we.  with  spirits  far  below  par, 
settled  ourselves  in  the  most  comfortable  position 
possible,  for  a  long  and  tiresome  wait.  Someone 
— the  tall,  thin  sister — did  have  a  volume  of  Ches- 
terton with  her,  but  as  reading  "O.K."  did  not 
seem  to  be  the  most  appealing  occupation  under 
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the  circumstances,  we  tucked  it  away  carefully 
for  a  future  happier  day. 

Time  went  on  and.  like  St.  Paul,  we  suffered 
hunger  and  thirst,  though  perhaps  not  so  patient- 
ly. The  medium-sized  sister  suddenly  remember- 
ed that  she  had  some  sandwiches  in  her  bag. 
With  eager  anticipation,  we  watched  her  unfold 
the  precious  package.  Two  lettuce  sandwiches 
appeared  to  view.  The  lettuce  surely  had  passed 
the  prime  of  life — it  was  wilted — and  the  bread 
was  petrified  (probably  from  fright).  Noticing 
the  suspicious  and  penetrating  glances  directed 
at  the  collation,  the  medium-sized  sister,  with 
some  hesitation  divulged  the  information  that  it 
was  a  week  old.  The  tall,  thin  sister  and  the  small, 
thin  sister  mutually  agreed  (for  the  first  time 
in  their  lives)  that  they  had  not  reached  the 
point  of  starvation  where  they  could  eat  hard- 
ware. And  the  middle-sized  sister  said  she  was 
glad  they  felt  that  way  about  it,  and  she  ate  them 
all  herself — every  bit. 

At  six  p.m.,  after  two  hours'  wait,  we  were 
thinking  of  preparing  to  spend  the  night  beneath 
the  stars  when,  to  our  great  relief,  the  young 
man.  like  Sir  Lochinvar,  appeared  out  of  the 
West,  rolling  the  wheel  before  him.  With  our 
assistance  he  replaced  it  on  the  ear.  and  we  were 
off.  In  a  short  time  We  surprised  ourselves  by 
arriving  at  the  town  of  Inwood. 

While  parked  at  the  local  gas  station,  discuss- 
ing whether  we  should  continue  on  or  return  to 
the  van,  we  heard  (in  a  land  of  strangers)  : 
"Well,  for  the  love  of  Mike,  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice!" We  looked  into  the  amiused  and  kindly 
face  of  Mr.  O'C,  the  station  agent,  and  a  K.  of 
CL  Mrs.  O'C.  then  put  in  an  appearance  to  add  to 
her  husband's  entreaty  that  we  spend  the  night 
with  them.  And  very  soon  three  dusty  mission- 
aries were  comfortably  settled  in  the  hospitable 
home  of  this  lovely  Catholic  family,  and  'twas 
then  that  we  resumed  the  cheerful  expressions 
that  we  had  lost  en  route. 

The  next  morning,  escorted,  or  rather,  led  off 
by  our  kind  host  in  his  car,  we  continued  the  jour- 
ney to  the  little  mission  church,  where  Mass  is 
said  about  twice  a  year  by  a  priest  from  the  cityi. 
There  we  met  the  nearest  neighbours,  discussed 
the  roads  and  planned  to  bring  out  the  Van  the 
Following-  day  by  a  longer  but  safer  route. 

Jfc  JjL  Jfc."  -Mk  Jfc        .  J| 

The  Van  up  and  put  in  order,  we  were  ready 
for  business.  The  spot  selected  was  ideal,  near 
the  mission  church,  surrounded  by  trees  and  with 
a,  friendly  family  across  the  way.  In  a  short  time 
groups  of  shock-headed  boys  and  shy  little  girls 
could  be  seen  coming  down  the  road.  If  the 
girls  were  shy  the  boys  decidedly  were  not. 
Within  fifteen  minutes  of  their  arrival  they  had. 
in  a  burst  of  Samsonion  ardor,  uprooted  four 
young  trees  from  the  front  of  the  church  yard, 
BUT  IT  IS   GOD  WHO  RECEIVES  WHAT  WE  PUT 


stripped  the  covering  off  the  van  chains  and 
emptied  the  water  tanks.  To  prevent  ourselves 
from  becoming  nervous  wrecks  we  rang  the  bell 
and  ushered  them  into  the  Church. 

As  they  filed  past  us,  we  could  not  help  but 
wonder  how  many  of  them  would  be  able  to  keep 
the  Faith  against  the  tremendous  odds  they  have 
to  face. 

This  one  district  is  typical  of  many  hundreds 
in  the  West.  Far  from  church  and  priest,  the 
children  have  grown  up  completely  deprived  of 
that  sweet,  religious  atmosphere  that  children  in 
happier  circumstances  know. 

It  is  to  these  little  ones  that  we  travel  every 
summer.  As  we  talk  to  them  about  holy  things 
— of  their  souls  and  the  commandments  they  must 
keep  to  save  them — they  look  at  us  with  sur- 
prised and  interested  eyes.  It  is  all  so  new  to 
them,  and  we  fear  lest  the  tears  in  our  hearts 
might  show  in  our  eyes  with  the  sadness  and  pity 
of  it. 

This  is  the  tragedy  of  the  Church  in  Western 
Canada.  Our  children  are  falling  away  like  leaves 
in  autumn  because  there  are  not  enough  Catho- 
lic young  men  and  women  willing  to  forego  the 
seeming  pleasures  of  the  world  to  come  and  give 
to  their  brethren  in  Christ  the  religious  instruc- 
tions they  themselves  were  fortunate  to  receive 
and  because  there  are  not  enough  Catholic  men 
and  women  willing  to  contribute  part  of  their 
earthly  goods  to  aid  poor  missionaries  in  their 
work  for  souls.  S.A.W.,  S.O.S. 


FROM  FAR-OFF  SWEDEN. 

Neither  time  nor  distance  can  efface  grateful 
memories  in  the  hearts  of  many  of  our  hostel 
girls.  The  following  extracts  from  a  letter  re- 
ceived from  Sweden  shows  that  after  the  lapse 
of  years  one  girl's  thoughts  are  still  turning  with 
loving  gratitude  to  the  Sisters  who  made  a  "home" 
for  her  in  Canada.  It  also  gives  an  interesting 
picture  of  life  in  Sweden. 
Dear  Sister : — 

....  It  is  two  years  ago  since  Gus  and  I  were 
married  and  left  Canada.  I'd  be  very  happy  to 
see  you  again,  but  God's  ways  are  not  our  ways, 
and  as  I  always  say:  "His  Holy  Will  be  done 
in  all  things." 

We  have  no  church  here,  but  the  priest  comes 
to  town  once  a  month  and  we  have  Holy  Mass. 
(He  gives  the  sermon  in  the  native  language 
(Swedish),  but  I  understand  it  as  well  as  English 
now).  I  have  a  matter  of  17  miles  to  go  to  town 
and  have  to  leave  home  at  7  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing to  be  in  time  for  Mass,  which  starts  at  10 
o'clock.  I  have  to  walk  3y2  miles  both  ways  and 
go  in  a  bus  the  rest  of  the  way,  but  I'm  getting 
used  to  it. 

Gus  is  still  the  same  as  ever.    He  and  his  dad 
INTO  THEM. 
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The  Home  of  One  of  Our  Hostel  Girls  in  Sweden. 


go  out  fishing'  together.  We  don't  make  a  for- 
tune, but  enough  to  keep  us  in  food  and  the  few 
clothes  Ave  need.  When  they  come  home  from 
fishing  about  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the 
fish  are  prepared  for  selling,  and  at  5  o'clock 
Gus  and  I  go  in  the  motor  boat  to  the  next  town 
and  sell  them.  Believe  me,  I  sure  talk  the  good 
old  blarney  (ki  Swedish).  We  never  have  any- 
thing left  to  take  home,  as  you  know  a  smiling 
face  does  good  business. 

My  "in-laws"  are  just  wonderful  to  me  and  my 
little  girl,  Mary  Othilia.  Mary  talks  only  Swed- 
ish, but  I  have  taught  her  to  say  her  morning 
and  night  prayers  in  English.  She  does  very  well 
and  can  make  the  Sign  of  the  Cross  without  any 
help.  We  get  along  here  just  like  a  great  big 
family.  We  have  a  nice  little  house  and  don't 
have  to  pay  rent.  We  have  fruit  and  vegetables 
growing,  so  we  are  not  badlyi  off  as  far  as  food 
is  concerned.  I  am  sending  you  a  little  snap  of 
our  house.  We  have  a  very  nice  view.  We  can 
see  the  sea  from  here  and  all  the  American  and 
English  boats  pass  within  sight  of  our  window. 

So  now.  Sister,  I  hope  you'll  pray  hard  for 
me.  I  suppose  the  hostel  is  just  what  it  used 
to  be — a  real  home.  I  often  think  of  you  and 
at  least  twice  a  day  I  say  three  "Hail  Marys" 
for  your  intentions,  so  please  don't  forget  to 
mention  my  name  in  your  prayers  to  my  old 
friends — the  Little  Flower  and  St.  Anthony. 


ALL  ABOARD  FOR  SENNEVILLE! 

A  Day  in  Montreal  Hostel. 

It's  the  day  of  the  pic-nic — and — it's  raining! 
Consternation  reigned,  and  many  fervent  prayers 
stormed  Heaven  asking  that  the  rain  might  cease. 
"Sister,  do  you  think  we  can  go?"  "Sister,  will 
it  rain  all  day,  d'you  think?"  And  we  assumed 
the  wisdom  of  a  prophet,  and  scanned  the  skies. 
At  first  it  looked  threatening;  dark  clouds  were 
everywhere,  and  the  rain  fell  with  a  persistent 
drip,  but  when  we  looked  again,  far  away  over 
in  the  east,  a  tiny  rift  in  the  clouds  had  appeared, 
and  almost  while  we  watched,  the  rain  ceased,  ami 
the    black    clouds  began  to  disperse.    By  ten 

IT  IS  XC 


o'clock  it  was  beautiful,  and  it  was  a  case  of  all 
hands  on  deck  in  order  to  prepare  the  lunch. 
Willing  girls  eagerly  lent  their  help,  and  by 
twelve  o'clock  there  were  enough  sandwiches  to 
feed  a  small  army. 

Soon  after  three  the  vehicles  arrived  to  con- 
vey the  pic-nicers  to  the  pic-nic  ground — a  Pro- 
vincial Transport  bus,  two  trucks,  and  a  small 
car.  Packers  of  sardines  could  get  a  few  hints 
from  us,  we  think,  for  we  had  to  exercise  all  our 
ingenuity  to  get  sixty-four  girls  packed  into  the 
cars  besides  the  numerous  parcels  containing  the 
lunch.  But  all  was  arranged  satisfactorily  at  last, 
and  everyone  had  room  at  least  to  expand  their 
lungs  judging  from  the  sounds  which  issued  forth 
as  the  bus  and  trucks  started  off.  Along  the  beau- 
tiful Lakeshore  road  the  procession  wended  its 
way.  Through  La  chine,  Dixie,  Dorval,  Pointe 
Claire — through  the  open  country  where  every- 
thing smelt  fresh  and  clean  after  the  recent  rain. 
What  joy  to  get  away  from  the  city  even  for  a 
few  hours ! 

Arrived  at  Senneville.  the  party  took  pos- 
session of  a  beautiful  beach  kindly  loaned  for 
the  occasion  by  the  Senneville  Country  Club,  and 
then  the  real  fun  started  .  .  .  Into  bathing  suits, 
and  into  the  water!  "Let's  get  a  boat,  and  go 
for  a  low,"  or  "Isn't  it  nice  just  to  sit  on  the 
sandy  beach  and  enjoy  the  fresh  air  and  sun- 
shine?" Shouts  of  laughter  sounded  everywhere, 
and  a  happier  crowd  it  would  be  hard  to  find. 
Then  tea  time  came,  and  it  wasn't  long  before 
the  large  piles  of  sandwiches  disappeared,  and 
the  tea-pots  were  drained  to  the  last  drop.  After 
tea,  boating,  ball  games,  swings,  and  games  of 
all  kinds  until  the  sun  dipped  into  the  Lake, 
and  dusky  shadows  crept  across  the  land. 

"All  aboard  for  home!"  One  by  one  the  cars 
started  off — along  the  now  darkening  Lake  Shore 
road  until  the  gleaming  lights  of  Montreal  told 
us  home  was  near. 

"Sister,  it's  been  a  grand  pic-nie,"  said  the 
girls  as  they  left  the  Hostel  that  night,  and  we 
echoed  the  sentiment  in  our  hearts.  It  is  grand 
to  make  a  large  crowd  of  girls  happy,  to  take 
them  away  even  for  a  short  time  from  a  life  which 
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is  hard  and  monotonous;  and  as  we  watched  them 
disappearing  in  the  distance  we  asked  ourselves 
this  question :  What  is  the  value  of  these  so- 
cial gatherings?  From  that  evolved  a  larger 
question  still :  What  is  the  value  of  the  Hostel, 
what  contribution  is  it  making  to  the  religious 
and  social  life  of  the  country.'  As  we  listened 
to  the  laughing,  happy  voices  gradually  growing' 
fainter  in  the  distance,  the  answer  cam*.  The 
Hostel  is  a  second  home  to  girls  whose  homes  are 
far  away.  The  Hostel  is  a  port  of  shelter  where 
they  can  seek  refuge  when  the  maelstrom  of  city 
life  threatens  to  engulf  them.  It  is  a  centre  of 
religious  activity  which  belongs  to  them  entirely. 
It  is  a  steadying  influence  when  the  soul  is  tossed 
back  and  forth  on  the  waves  of  life.  It  provides 
relief  when  life  seems  almost  unbearable  through 
loneliness  and  discouragement.  In  a  word  the 
Hostel  is  trying  to  make  good  women  of  the 
young  girls  who  pass  through  its  doors,  and  we 
believe  that  it  will  succeed.        S.M.M.  S.O.S. 


ST.  ANTHONY'S  CLUB  IN  VANCOUVER 
HOSTEL. 

Our  Club  has  started — St.  Anthony's  Club — 
and  we  are  so  very  happy  about  it.  We  have 
had  our  first  General  Meeting  and  Father  Ken- 
nedy, C.SS.R.,  was  good  enough  to  give  the  mem- 
bers an  interesting  talk,  with  which  the;1*  were 
delighted.  Father  has  promised  them  to  give 
all  the  help  he  can. 

The  Club  has  its  president,  vice-president, 
secretary  and  treasurer.  The  only  membership 
fee  is  three  Hail  Marys  a  day  for  missionaries, 
but  the  members  have  promised  to  make  various 
little  sacrifices  during  the  year  and  the  amount 
thus  collected  will  be  given  to  the  Archbishop 
for  the  Seminary  at  Ladner. 

We  decided  the  Club  must  have  a  motto  and 
suggested  that  every  girl  bring  one,  so  that  a 
choice  could  be  made.  We  received  more  than 
fifty  and  the  one  chosen  was,  "Good  Works  Reap 
Gladness."  With  a  motto  like  that  it  was  neces- 
sary to  look  for  the  "good  works."  So  they  are 
making  clothes,  toys,  and  wee  things  to  send  to 
the  S.O.S.  missions  for  the  children  at  Christmas. 
They  are  also  collecting  stamps  to  buy  Chinese 
babies.  We  have  classes  for  almost  everything 
— elocution  (we  are  studying  the  Trial  Scene 
from  the  Merchant  of  Venice),  drawing,  paint- 
ing, printing,  sewing,  knitting  and,  of  course, 
singing.  They  have  learned  the  Benediction 
hymns  and  two  very  beautiful  glees.  We  are 
having  a  class  in  Christian  Doctrine,  also  a  Ques- 
tion Box,  and  Father  Kennedy  has  promised  to 
answer  the  questions  for  them. 

There  were  23  members  when  we  first  started ; 
we  now  have  31,  with  prospects  for  many  more. 
The  thing  that  pleases  us  most  is  those  three  Hail 


First  Communion  Class  at  Vilna. 

CATECHISM  CLASS  IN  VILNA. 

In  addition  to  their  nursing  activities,  our 
Sisters  in  Vilna  teach  catechism  to  the  Catholic 
children  of  the  district. 

The  school-room  in  which  the  children  are 
taught  during  the  winter  months  is  about  four 
miles  from  the  hospital,  but  the  drive  through 
sleet  and  snow  is  amply  rewarded  by  the  shouts 
of  welcome  that  greet  us  as  the  horse  and  sleigh 
turn  into  the  school-yard.  The  children  help  us 
to  dismount;  the  biggest  boy  takes  the  horse,  puts 
covers  on  him  and  ties  him  to  the  nearest  tree. 

Then  we  proceed  to  the  school-room  in  which 
a  fire  is  already  burning,  thanks  to  the  charity 
and  industry  of  one  of  the  big  girls.  We  kneel  to 
ask  God's  blessing  on  our  work  and  then  for 
about  forty-five  minutes  we  do  our  best  to  teach 
these  little  ones  the  things  of  God.  They  are 
anxious  to  learn  about  Our  Lord,  but  sometimes 
they  find  it  hard  to  understand  because  at  home 
they  speak  the  language  of  their  parents — Polish, 
Slovak,  or  Ukrainian. 

At.  the  end  of  the  class  we  distribute  maga- 
zines and  holy  pictures,  sing  a  few  hymns  and 
then — home  again! 

The  horse  (Dolly),  loaned  for  the  occasion, 
needs  no  inducement  to  go  at  full  speed,  for  she 
senses  she  is  facing  the  homeward  trail.  Sitting 
there  in  the  little  red  sleigh,  we  raise  our  hearts 
in  thankfulness  that  we  are  privileged  to  do  our 
bit  in  the  Master's  service. 

The  summer  holidays  interfere  with  the  cate- 
chism lessons,  so  when  school  closes  the  children 
are  brought  into  Vilna,  where  they1  board  at  the 
hospital  and  receive  regular  instruction  until  fin- 
ally they  are  ready  for  that  great  day  of  days — 
First  Communion  Day.  S  E  D  SOS 

Marys.  We  pointed  out  to  the  girls  that  we 
were  sending  up  to  heaven  m,ore  than  a  thousand 
a  month,  and  they  were  astonished.  When  one 
thinks  of  all  that  a  missionary  has  to  go  through 
it  makes  one  feel  a  little  less  mean  in  one's  ser- 
vice to  God,  if  a  continual  flow  of  prayer  is  as- 
cending to  Him.  S.F.C..  S.O.S. 


BUT  THE  OXE  WE  REFUSE  HIM. 
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VOCATIONS 


JOY  IN  SERVICE 


Labour  is  joy,  and  pain  is  sweet 

To  souls  once  wounded  by  Love's  dart. 

WHAT  is  it  that  makes  service  a  joy?  Love. 
True  love  always  yearns  to  express  itself 
in  action.  We  are  never  satisfied  until  we 
can  do  something  to  show  our  affection  for  those 
we  love.  This  is  a  natural  craving'  of  the  human 
heart  and  there  is  hardly  any  earthly  joy  sweeter 
than  the  privilege  of  rendering  some  worth-while 
service  to  a  well-loved  fiiend. 

Here,  too,  lies  the  secret 
of  the  joyfulness  that  per- 
meates the  lives    of  those 

hear 
wh',s- 
Me." 


chosen  souls  who 
Christ's  sweet,  soft 
per:  "Come,  follow 
It  is  the  invitation  to  a  closer 
companionship,  a  higher  ser- 
vice, a  deeper  love.  The  call 
to  love  is  the  call  to  service 
and  the  motto,  "I  Have 
Come  to  Serve,"  should  as 
easily  be  read,  "I  have  Come 
to  Love." 

A  visitor  at  a  Convent 
once  said:  "I  could  remain 
there  forever.  The  •nuns 
are  always  smiling — they 
must  be  so  happy."  Those 
Sisters  were  working  hard 
from  early  morning  till  late 
at  night,  spending  every 
ounce  of  energy  in  the  ser- 
vice of  those  in  need.  Yet 
they  radiated  joy  because 
their  service  was  the  service 


THE  MASTER'S  THIRST  FOR  SOULS 

Why  stand  ye  in  the  market  place?" 

The  Ma?ter  gently  said. 
I  need  you  in  My  Vineyard,  for 
The  hungry  must  be  fed. 


"Why  stand  you  idle  all  the  day, 

Arrayed  in  costly  things, 
While  thousands  perish  with  the  cold 

In  scanty  coverings? 

"Why  stand  you  listless,  heeding  not 

The  cry  of  sick  and  lame? 
A  cup  of  water,  blessing  brings 

If  given  in  My  Name. 

"Will  you  not  heed  My  cry,  'I  Thirst,' 

Lo!  I  was  crucified 
On  Calvary's  Mount,  to  save  men's  souls 

For  them  I  lived  and  died. 


"The  labourers  are  few,  so  few; 

And  work  for  all  to  do; 
Oh,  heed  My  call,  My  children,  come; 

My  love  will  compass  you. 

"My  sheep.  My  lambs  are  calling  you; 

My  work  it  must  be  dione; 
Ah!  stifle  not  My  pleading  Voice. 

But  answer,  'Lord,  I  come.'  " 

■ — Mary  Emeline  Sheehan. 


of  love.  What  practical  examples  of  the  truth 
that  joy  is  always  the  fruit  of  love! 

It  is  true  that  occasionally  we  see  gloomy  re- 
ligious, but  they  are  the  rare  exceptions.  When 
the  light  of  joy  is  dimtmed  we  may  be  sure  the 
oil  of  love  is  giving  out  and  they  should  hasten 
to  resplenish  their  love  at  its  Divine  Source. 

Let  us  not  be  mistaken.  The  measure  of  our 
joy  in  the  service  of  the  Master  is  the  measure 
of  our  love  for  Him.  The  souls  He  chooses  to  be 
His  very  own,  binding  them 
to  His  Heart  by  the  golden 
chains  of  holy  vows,  should 
be  living  flames  of  love, 
spreading  all  around  them 
the  radiance  of  supernatural 
joy- 

So  if  to-day  His  Voice  is 
sounding  in  your  ears,  thrill- 
ing your  heart  with  its  won- 
drous tenderness,  answer  the 
call  generously,  giving  all 
you  have  and  are,  dedicat- 
ing your  life  entirely  to  His 
Love.  In  return  He  will  set 
\  our  heart  on  fire  with  that 
burning  love  which  ever  ex- 
presses itself  in  jovful  ser- 
vice. S.C.A.,  S.O.S. 


All  god-like  things  are 
joyous.  They  sing  songs  in 
the  soul  even  amidst  the 
agonies  of  nature.  They  have 
touched  Cod  and  so  they 
carry  with  them  an  irresist- 
ible gladness  evervwhere. 


GIVE  AND  IT  SHALL  BE  GREN  UNTO  YOU. 
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LOVERS  OF  JESUS  IX  THE 
EUCHARIST. 


Octogenarian  (Joes  Three  Miles  For 
Daily  Communion. 

So  often  we  say 
to  Jesus  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament: 
"I  love  You." 
Words  cost  noth- 
ing; it  is  only 
when  they  are 
t  r  a  n  si  1  a  ted  into 
deeds  that  they 
become  valuable. 
How  many,  if  put 
to  the  test,  would 
prove  their  love  as 
does  Stanislas  Mug- 
wanya,  a  native  of 
U  g  anda?  Over 
eighty  years  old 
and  blind,  he  walks 
three  miles  every 
morning  to  receive 
Holy  Communion  at 
his  parish  church 
of  Namilyango.  This 
fervent  African  is 
the  ex-Regent  of 
the  Kingdom  of 
Buganda  and  has 
been  decorated  by 
the  Protestant  King 
with  the  order  of 
"Spears  and 
Shield."  Recently 
he  assisted  at  an 
ordination  cere- 
mony  at  Nsambya 
at  which  John  W. 
Campling,  Vicar 
Apostolic  of  Upper  Nile,  conferred 
Tonsure  on  five  young  men  and  or- 
dained six  sub-deacons,  the  first  to 
be  ordained  for  the  Vicariate  of 
Upper  Nile,  which  is  staffed  by  the 
Mill  Hill  Missionaries. 


Cripple  Travels  20  Miles  For 
<  /ommunion. 

Obliged  to  drag  himself  alone  on 
his  hands  because  of  a  deformity 
by  which  both  legs  doubled  under 


MATCH  MAKERS 

The  Sisters  of  Charity  have  two  orphanages  at  Ningno,  China,  one  for 
the  girls  in  the  city  and  another  for  boys  in  one  of  the  suburbs.  The 
children  in  both  institutions  are  educated  in  arts  and  crafts  and  their 
little  earnings  are  put  away  to  help  them  later  to  launch  out  in  life. 
Catholic  waives  for  the  young  men  and  Catholic  husbands  for  the  young 
women  are  found  in  the  two  institutions  when  the  young  people  be- 
come of  marriageable  age. 


him,  a  Christian  of  Kaviorondo, 
Kenya  Colony,  East  Africa,  would 
go  from  his  home  to  the  mission, 
2  6  miles  away,  every  four  weeks  to 
receive  the  Sacraments.  When  the 
missionary  in  charge  learned  of  the 


distance  he  had  to  come  and  the 
manner,  he  told  him  that  he  might 
remain  at  home  and  await  the  peri- 
odical visits  of  the  priest  to  receive 
the  Sacraments. 


ANOTHER 
"CAMINO  REAL" 
FOR  LIBERIA. 

If  the  plansi  of 
Msgr.  J.  Collins, 
Prefect  Apostolic  of 
Liberia,  West  Afri- 
ca, can  be  carried 
out,  that  mission 
territory  will  have 
before  long  a  string 
of  missinos  similar 
to  '  the  "Camino 
Real"  of  Califor- 
nia. 

"Though  money 
is  very  scarce, 
writes  Msgr.  Col- 
lins, we  are  very 
optimistic  about 
the  opportunities 
for  advancing  our 
work.  We  are  tak- 
ing advantage  of 
the  present  situa- 
tion to  gain  pos- 
session of  what 
places  we  can. 
ihings  here  move 
very  slowly.  Walk- 
ing is  the  quickest 
and  surest  way  of 
making  a  journey. 
During  a  recent 
trip  I  covered  al- 
most 300  miles,  and  along  the  sea- 
shore it  is  more  fatiguing  than  in 
the  'busii,'  where  the  roads  are 
hard.  With  God's  help  we  shall 
soon  have  a.  line  of  mission  stations 
(Continued  on  Page  16.) 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


Martyrs'  Shrine— Canada  s  Precious  Heritage 


Tread  softly  o'er  this  hallowed  sod 

Where  once  Christ's  Martyrs  toiled  and  bled 

For  love  of  souls  and  love  of  God. 

EVERY  year  thousands  of  pilgrims  flock  to  the 
shrine  erected  to  the  Canadian  Martyrs  at 
Fort  Ste.  Marie,  near  Midland,  Ontario.  The 
natural  scenery  alone  would  be  enough  to  attract 
tourists,  for  the  Shrine  dominates  the  country 
and  leads  down  to  the  winding-  Wye  River,  along 
which  Blackrobes  and  Blackskins  paddled  three 
hundred  years  ago.  But  in  addition  to  the  his- 
torical importance,  vast  numbers  of  people  are 
attracted  yearly  by  the  reports  of  the  favours 
granted  there.  Crutches,  canes  and  cripples'  ap- 
pliances are  piling  up  each  year  as  a  mute  but 
tangible  testimony  that  God  is  ble;ssing  devotion 
to  His  red-robed'  band  of  Martyrs. 

This  summer  Sister  W.  and  I  had  the  happiness 
of  spending  four  days  in  this  hallowed  spot.  I 
must  confess  that  until  then  the  Canadian  Mar- 
tyrs had  meant  very  little  to  me,  and  I  hardly 
knew  one  from  the  other.  My  thoughts  about 
them  were  exceedingly  vague — a  group  of  eight 
men  with  unpronounceable  names  who  had  been 
killed  by  the  Indians  nearly  three  centuries  ago 
— was  about  the  extent  of  my  knowledge.  The 
first  day  of  our  visit,  however,  wrought  an  in- 
credible change  in  this  attitude. 

On  our  arrival  my  companion,  an  enthusiastic 
devotee  of  the  Martyrs,  was  eager  to  show  me 
the  points  of  interest.  The  church,  a  grey  stone 
building,  overlooking  the  surrounding  country, 
was  our  first  objective.  My  interest  was  caught 
and  held  immediately  and  before  leaving  the 
building    that    afternoon  my    conversion  was 


complete  and  my  enthusiasm  as  ardent  as  that  of 
my  companion.  What  was  responsible  for  the 
change'?  The  vivid  representation  of  the  excru- 
ciating martyrdom  of  St.  John  de  Brebeuf  and 
St.  Gabriel  Lalemant?  The  sacred  relics  of  three 
of  the  martyrs,  reposing  in  a  gorgeous  reliquary 
within  the  altar-rail  ?  The  sculptured  forms  of 
the  martyred  missionaries  lying  so  peacefully 
beneath  the  side  altars  ?  All  these  made  an  indel- 
ible impression,  but  it  was  the  spirit  of  love  and 
martyrdom  that  pervades  the  atmosphere  of  the 
Shrine  and  its  environs  that  captured  my  heart 
and  soul,  compelling  allegianca  and  devotion, 
awakening  holier  ambitions  and  higher  aspira- 
tions. Many  physical  ailments  have  been  cured 
at  this  place  of  pilgrimage,  but  undoubtedly 
thousands  of  unrecorded  spiritual  miracles  have 
been  wrought  also — a  change  of  heart  and  a 
change  of  soul  has  surely  rejoiced  many  a  poor 
pilgrim  and  Avon  new  lovers  of  God  and  clients 
of  the  martyrs ! 

Benediction  is  given  every  evening  and  imme- 
diately after  there  is  veneration  of  the  martyrs' 
relics.  It  is  touching  to  see  the  lame,  the  blind 
and  otherwise  afflicted  crowding  to  the  altar 
rail,  hoping  for  cures — mental,  physical  or  spir- 
itual. It  reminds  one  vividly  of  the  crowds  that 
gathered  about  our  Blessed  Lord,  petitioning  for 
help,  during  His  days  on  earth.  His  Heart  is 
not  less  loving  than  in  those  olden  days  and  sure- 
ly not  one  of  the  suffering,  believing  souls  kneel- 
ing at  His  Feet  to  venerate  the  relics  of  His  dear 
Martyrs  is  sent  away  empty. 

Four  days  seemed  all  too  short  to  stay  in  these 
hallowed  precincts.    Many  of  the  precious  hours 


GOD  GIVES  THK  MORNING, 
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were  spent  amidst 
the  ruins  of  old 
Fort  Ste.  Marie, 
where  the  mission- 
ary -  martyrs  had 
their  headquarters 
for  years. 

It  was  to  Fort 
Ste.  Marie  that  the 
great  Brebeuf  came 
on  the  700  -  mile 
route  from  Mon- 
treal, paddling:  ac- 
cording- to  Indian 
custom  without  in- 
terruption from 
sunrise  to  sunset, 
eating-  only  morn- 
ing and  evening-  the 
sa  ga  mite  or  crush- 
ed corn  boiled  in 
w  a  t  e  r,  carrying 
their  luggage  on 
their  shoulders  dur- 
ing the  many  port- 
ages,   sleeping  at 

night  on  brush  wood  and  tortured  by  the  gnats 
and  insects  of  the  forests.  No  wonder  that  this 
spiritual  giant  was  prepared  for  his  heroic  mar- 
tyrdom in  1649  when  the  Iroquois  pierced  his 
arms  with  red-hot  irons,  tore  off  his  scalp,  hung 
red-hot  hatchets  about  his  neck,  poured  boiling 
water  over  his  head  in  derision  of  Baptism, 
plucked  out  his  eyes*,  cut  off  his  lips  to  prevent  his 
breaching  to  them,  and  finally  tore  out  his  heart. 

To  Fort  Ste.  Marie  came  St.  Isaac  Jogn.es  to 
supervise  the  building  operations  and  to  minister 
to  the  Indians  in  their  villages  where  he  shared 
in  the  dirt  and  squalor  of  the  wigwams,  in  smoke- 
filled  cabins  with  whole  families  and  their  ani- 
mals huddled  amlong  dust  and  noise  in  one  room, 
too  low  to  allow  them  to  stand  upright.  Jogues 
was  on  his  way  to  Fort  Ste.  Marie  when  he  was 
seized  along  with  Rene  Goupil,  and  carried  to 
the  Mohawk  country.  There  at  Auriesville,  near 
Albany,  he  was  later  to  fall  beneath  the  toma- 
hawk, with  John  de  la  Lande,  a  glorious  martyr 
for  Christ. 

From  Fort  Ste.  Marie  in  1648  St.  Anthony 
Daniel  went  forth,  after  making  his  annual  Re- 
treat, to  his  mission  station  at  St.  Joseph,  four- 
teen miles  distant.  Two  days  later  he  was  shot 
down  at  the  door  of  his  chapel  and  his  body  was 
thrown  into  the  burning  pyre. 

From  Fort  Ste.  Marie,  St.  Charles  Gamier 
set  forth  to  bis  mission  of  St.  Matthias  in  1649, 
where  he  was  to  fall  beneath  the  tomahawk  of 
the  treacherous  Iroquois.  An  eye-witness  after- 
wards testified  under  oath  that  when  Father  Gar- 
nier  lay  weltering  in  his  blood,  he  spied  a  dying 
BUT  HE  DOES  NOT  PROMISE  US  THE  EVENING. 


The  Martyrs'  Shrine.  Midland,  Ont. 


Huron  some  yards  away,  and  dragged  himself  on 
his  hands  and  knees  to  give  him  absolution. 

To  Fort  Ste.  Marie  St.  Noel  Chabanel  often 
came,  before  he  set  out  on  his  last  journey  on  the 
Feast  of  Our  Lady,  Dec.  8th,  when  he  was  slain 
by  a  reneg-ade  Huron  on  the  banks  of  the  Nota- 
wasaga  River. 

Finally  it  was  at  Fort  Ste.  Marie  that  the 
charred  and  mutilated  remains  of  Brebeuf  and 
Lalemant  were  carried  for  burial  in  1649  and 
their  sacred  ashes  still  sanctify  its  soil.  A  sin- 
gle slab  of  stone  marks  their  burial  place. 

The  hour  camie  at  last  when  we  must  say 
farewell  to  this  place  of  spiritual  and  physical 
regeneration.  But  deep  in  our  souls,  ever  to  be 
a  source  of  inspiration  and  courage,  we  carry 
the  thought  of  that  wondrous  Love  Divine  which 
enabled  men,  with  the  same  human  feelings  as 
ours,  to  endure  the  most  excruciating  tortures 
savage  ingenuity  could  invent.  Suffering  is 
sweet  where  love  is  great.  May  our  red-robed 
Canadian  Martyrs  obtain  for  us  a  share  of  that 
burning  Love  of  God  which  made  them  such 
valiant  Confessors  of  the  Faith  and  such  heroic 
lovers  of  Christ!  S.O.S. 


THOSE  WHO  HAVE  FOR  THOSE  WHO 
HAVE  NOT. 

Sunday,  October  22nd,  is  Mission  Sunday,  a 
day  when  those  who  have  the  light  of  Faith  make 
generous  sacrifices  for  the  sake  of  those  who  have 
it  not.  May  the  great  feast  bring  sweet  comfort 
to  the  valiant  pioneers  who  struggle  in  home  and 
foreign  mission  fields ! 
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ft  YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  PAGE 


My  dear  Young  People: 
This    Hummer    I  was 
A  privileged  to  spend  a  few, 

V  1  days     at     the  Martyrs' 

VI  B  Shrine,  Fort  Ste.  Marie. 
^             H  In      "Canadiana"  yon 

will      find      a  detailed 
V    •  account    of  impressions 

gained  during 
While 

|j\  cradle  of   the  Faith  in 

\  Canada    and  meditating 

\  on  the  heroic  courage  of 

H|  \  those  great    soldiers  of 

■  \         Christ,  I  decided  that  I 

wiould   speak   to    you  in 

V  this  letter  about  fighting. 

After  all,   is   it   not  na- 

tural  for  a  "Captain"  to 

...    ..       „T  T>     ,  ,     think  of  battles,  defeats 

Attention,  Young  People!     and  viclurjes9 

I  am  sure  when  I  speak 
of  fighting  you  all  realize  that  I  am  not  referring  to 
fist-fights  or  wrestling  matches,  in  which  the  person 
with  the  strongest  arm  usually  wins.  No,  the  Great 
Captain  under  Whose  banner  every  Y.M.C.K.  is  en- 
listed, calls  us  to  engage  in  quite  a  different  con- 
flict. 

"When  deep  within  our  swelling  hearts, 

The  thought''  of  pride  and  anger  rise, 
When  bitter  words  are  on  our  tongues, 

And  tears  of  passion  in  our  eyes; 
Then  we  may  stay  the  hasty  blow, 

Then  we  may  check  the  angry  word, 
Give  gentle  answers  back  again, 

And  fight  a  battle  for  our  Lord." 

This  little  verse  shows  clearly  the  kind  of  fight- 
ing Christ  the  King  expects  of  His  young  mssionaries. 
You  will  probably  never  have  to  face  the  cruel  tor- 
ture and  death  endured  by  the  Martyrs,  but  every 
day  there  are  temptations  to  pride,  envy,  anger,  glut- 
tony and  sloth  which  mustf  be  fought  resolutely  and, 
with  the  help  of  your  Divine  Captain,  conquered. 

In  every  heart  there  is  a  daily  struggle  between 
Christ   and    Satan  —  each  evening  shows  a  victory 
for  one  or  the  other.    When  Satan  wins  it  is  always 
because   our    selfish    little  selves 
turned  traitor  to  our  Leader  and 
sided  wtih  'the  enemy.    The  thing 
that  Satan  held  out  to  us  proved 
stronger  than  our  love  for  Christ. 
Would  it  not  be  a  shame  if  any 
young  missionary  should  be  dis^ 
loyal  to  our -King?    It  would  hurt 
Him  so  much  to  see  one  of  the 
soldiers  from  His  own  M.Y.C.K. 
regiment  going  over  to  the  enemy 
even  for  one  moment. 

So,  dear  young  missionaries,  I 
would  ask  you  to  pray  very  fer- 
vently that  each  and  every  one 
of  you  may  be  ever  loyal  soldiers, 
valiant  fighters  and,  above  all, 
great  lovers  of  Christ  our  King. 
Love  always  wins.  That  is  why 
St.  Augujitine  said:     "Love  God 


and  do  what  you  will."  He  knew  that  where  love  is 
strong  Satan  is  powerless. 

May  our  Canadian  Missionary-Martyrs  obtain  for 
us  hearts  filled  to  overflowing  with  love  for  Christ 
our  King!  The  Captain,  Y.M.C.K. 


Y.M.C.K.  MAIL  BAG. 


There  were  two  long  and  interesting  letters  in 
our  mail  bag  from  Margaret  Deakin.  I  am  sure  you 
would  enjoy  every  line  in  them,  but  we  have  to  re- 
member that  space  is  valuable  and  be  content  with 
some  extracts.  "I  am  a  member  of  the  Little  Flower 
Sodality  and  have  been  for  six  years.  We  have  a 
meeting  on  the  third  Sunday  of  every  month.  We 
have  cards  which  are  punched  for  every  meeting  we 
attend;  at  the  end  of  a  certain  time  the  cards  are 
taken  in  and  those  who  have  not  missed  a  meeting 
receive  a  souvenir.  This  year  both  Mary  Agnes  and 
I  received  a  pin  of  the  Little  Flower.  "  It  is  a  plea- 
sure to  know  that  come  of  our  young  missionaries 
are  members  of  a  Sodality  of  the  Little  Flower,  the 
Patroness  of  Missionaries,  for  she  will  surely  inspire 
them  with  a  love  for  and  interest  in  the  missions. 
Margaret  has  ali  o  been  doing  some  real  missionary 
work,  for  she  has  gained  three  new  Y.M.C.K.'s  for 
our  band. 

Kathleen  Kelly,  a  new  member,  writes:  "I  have  long 
desired  to  be  a  Y.M.C.K.  and  I  promise  to  do  all  in 
my  power  to  help  the  missions  and  to  promote  devo- 
tion to  Christ  the  King  and  also  to  follow  the  rules 
of  the  Society  faithfully."  With  such  zealous  inten- 
tions and  noble  aspirations,  we  are  sure,  Kathleen, 
that  you  will  do  much  to  help  missions  and  mission- 
aries. Kathleen's  two  younger  sisters,  Veronica 
and  Patricia,  have  also  become  Y.M.C.K.'s  and  we 
are  printing  a  photograph  that  will  introduce  the 
three  sisters  to  our  other  Young  Missionaries. 

Jeanette  Molloy  tells  us  that  she  has  been  very 
busy  studying  for  her  first  diploma.  She  says  later 
on:  "I  received  my  diploma  with  great  distinction." 
Congratulations,  Jeanette.  It  was  worth  the  hard 
studying,  wasn't  it? 

Lillian  Sutherland  spent  a  part  of  her  vacation 
in  Ottawa,  and  enjoyed  vii  liting  the  many  places  of  in- 
terest in  Canada's  capital  city. 

Leona  Le  Blanc,  of  River  Hebert,  writes:     "I  am 


THREE  NEW  YOUNG  MISSIONARIES. 
Veronica  Kelly.  Kathleen  Kelly.  Patricia 


Kelly. 


OPEN  YOI  K  HEART  TO  THE  CALL  OF  THE  MISSIONS. 
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sending  about  1,000  stamps  and  I  will  try  to  send  a 
few  Catholic  books  for  the  kiddies  to  read."  We 
receaved  the  stamps,  Leona,  and  are  looking  forward 
to  the  picture  books.  Leona  also  tells  us  that  she 
has  been  instrumental  in  persuading  a  number  of  her 
friends  to  be  Young  Missionaries,  which  is  a  certain 
proof  that  Leona  herself  has  the  real  missionary 
spirit. 

Mary  Agnes  Deakiin  has  good  news  for  us.  She 
says  she  came  first  in  her  exams  and  won  four  prizes. 
That  is  splendid,  Mary  Agne?,  and  we  all  congratu- 
late you."  She  also  says:  "I  received  the  S.O.S. 
magazine  and  every  page  was  interesting,  especially 
the  Young  People's  Page,  which  tells  us  what  other 
young  missionaries  are  doing." 


WELL  DONE,  QUEBEC! 

A  few  days  ago  we  received  a  letter  from  Mar- 
garet Deakin  which  read:  "Enclosed  you  will  find 
a  money  order  for  $10,  the  proceeds  of  a  bazaar 
held  by  Jeanette  Molloy,  Mary  Agnes  and  myself. 
It  is  for  the  "Big  Missionaries"  from  a  few  of  the 
young  missionaries  of  Quebec.  I  wish  it  was  more, 
dear  Captain,  but  every  little  helps,  doesm't  it?" 
Every  little  bit  helps,  indeed,  and  the  big  missionaries 
are  very  grateful  for  this  substantial  donation  from 
their  young  sisters.  It  shows  how  much  can  be  ac- 
complished when  there  is  an  earnest  desire  to  help. 
Perhaps  this  good  example  of  our  Quebec  Y.M.C.K.'s 
may  encourage  other  young  missionaries  to  find 
some  practical  means  of  assisting  the  missions'.  In 
any  case,  we  are  depending  on  the  fervent  prayers  of 
ALL  our  young  people.  That  is  one  way  in  which 
every  one  can  help — and  help  mightily. 


THE  ROBIX  AND  THE  SPARROW. 

Said  the  Robin  to  the  Sparrow: 

"I  should  really  like  to  know 
Why  these  anxious  human  beings 

Rush  about  and  worry  so." 
Said  the  Sparrow  to  the  Robin, 

"Friend,  I  think  that  it  must  be 
That  they  have  no  Heavenly  Father 

Such  as  care;1  for  you  and  me." 


PERSEVERANCE  AVINS. 

We  all  know  the  story  of  the  hare  and  the  tor- 
toise; how  the  tortoise  who  plodded  along  persever- 
ingly,  never  stopping  in  its  course  and  keeping  the 
goal  always  in  view,  won  the  race  over  the  hare 
who,  although  endowed  with  natural  swiftness,  al- 
lowed itself  to  be  tempted  into  excursions  from  the 
path  and  wasted  hours  in  sleep,  confident  that  with 
a  little  effort  towards  the  end,  the  race  could  be 
easily  won. 

Do  we  ever  think  of  applying  this  story  to  our- 
selves?. We  are  all  engaged  in  the  Christian  Race — 
the  goal  of  which  is  Perfection.  How  often  we  run 
in  fits  and  starts!  For  a  day  or  two  we  run  along 
swiftly,  putting  forth  every  ounce  of  energy  in  our 
eagerness  to  reach  the  goal.  Suddenly  there  comes 
a  change.  Some  attraction  on  the  side  of  the  road 
engages  our  attention.  We  slacken  our  pace.  After 
all,  we  say  to  ourselves,  there  is  no  necessity  to  be 
in  such  a  rush — there  is  plenty  of  time.  So  we 
waste  precious  hours  on  frivolous  amusements!  that 
take  us  out  of  our  path,  we  drowsei  lazily  through 
the  days  given  us  to  run  our  race  and  it  may  be  we 
are  even  so  unfortunate  as  to  lose  sight  of  the  goal 
entirely.  Others,  less  gifted  perhaps,  or  not  having 
the  abundance  of  graces  showered  on  us,  forge  slow- 
ly ahead,  allowing  nothing  to  tempt  them  from  the 
path,  perseveringly  surmounting  every  obstacle  until 
at  last — the  goal  is  won. 
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PICK  A  MISSIONARY. 

A  new  school  year  is  starting,  young  missionaries. 
You  have  all  resolved,  of  course,  to  pray  harder  than 
ever  for  the  missions,  both  home  and  foreign.  But 
when  one  looks  out  on  the  vast  expanse  of  the  mis- 
sion-field, it  is  hard  to  decide  jusit  who  or  what  to 
pray  for.  Prayers  spread  over  such  a  large  area  are 
apt  to  be  vague  and  haphazard.  Here  is  a  plan  that 
may  help. 

Pick  a  special  missionary  who  is  working  some- 
where in  the  Field  at  Home  or  the  Field  Afar  and 
offer  all  your  prayers  and  sacrifices  for  him  or  her. 
When  you  have  chosen  your  missionary  find  out  all 
you  can  about  him  and  learn  as  much  as  possible  about 
the  field  in  which  he  is  working.  This  will  strengthen 
your  interest  and  your  prayers  will  be  so  much  more 
fervent.  This  is  what  we  call  concentration  and  con- 
centration brings  resmlts  in  spiritual  as  well  as  in 
material  affairs. 

If  you  cannot  find  a  missionary  for  yourself,  the 
Captain  will  be  only  too  pleased  to  help  you  make  a 
selection. 


A  SUGGESTION. 

Sunday,  October  29th,  is  the  Feast  of  Christ  the 
King,  a  great  day  for  every  Y.M.C.K.  Would  it  not 
bring  us  all  very  close  together  if,  on  that  great  Feast 
Day,  each  Young  Missionary  heard  Mass  and  received 
Holy  Communion  for  all  the  .other  young  missionar- 
ies —  not  forgetting  the  Captain,  of  course. 


LITTLE  THINGS. 

Oh,  it's  just  the  little  homely  things, 

The  unobtrusive  friendly  things, 

The  "Won't-you-let-me-help  you"  things, 

That  make  our  pathway  bright; 

It's  just  the  jolly  joking  things, 

The  "never-mind-the-brouble"  things, 

The   "laugh-with-me-it's-funny"  things, 

That  make  our  world  seem  bright. 

For  all  the  countless  famous  things, 

The  "wondrous,  record-breaking"  things, 

The  "never-to-be-equalled"  things 

That  all  the  papers  cite, 

Are  nof  the  little  human  things, 

The  "every-day-encountered"  things, 

The  "just-because-I-like-you"  things, 

That  make  us  happy  quite. 

So,  here's  to  all  the  little  things, 

The  "done-and-then-forgoften"  things, 

And,  "Oh-it's-simply-nothing"  things, 

That  make  life  worth  the  fight. 

— The  Guardian. 


IT  IS  THE  LAW  OF  LOVE  TO  GIVE. 
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THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
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MONEY  WELL  INVESTED. 

When  St.  Lawrence  was  asked 
by  his  persecutor  where  he  had 
hidden  the  treasures  of  the 
Church  the  Holy  Martyr  .showed 
a  crowd  of  poor  whom  he  nour- 
ished and  clothed.  He  consider- 
ed this  the  safest  investment  he 
could  have  made  of  the  funds  of 
the  Church. 

When  yiou  help  us  to  establish 
and  maintain  our  poor  missions 
you  are,  like  St.  Lawrence,  mak- 
ing the  safest  investment  that 
could  be  made.  This  investment 
which  helps  the  Church  in  her 
greatest  work  ,is  secure  and 
bears  high  spiritual  interest  for 
this  life  and  the  next.  What  a 
consolation  when  the  end  comes 
to  be  able  like  Blessed  Lawrence 
to  point  to  the  poor  missions  you 
have  helped  and  say :  This  is 
what  I  have  done  with  the  few 
dollars  I  gathered  together  dur- 
ing my  life. 

'  'Limitless  possession  makes 
one  group  devote  itself  to  heed- 
less pleasure  and  poverty  reduces 
another  group  to  reckless  des- 
pair. Out  of  the  antagonism 
bred  by  this  contrast  grows  fear, 
and  out  of  fear  grows  cruelty." 

— St.  Louis  Star. 


STAMPS  RECEIVED. 

We  acknowledge  with  thanks 
the  receipt  of  used  stamps  from 
Mr.  Jas.  A.  Sullivan,  Brent 
Cove,  Newfoundland1;  Miss  Mary 
Burns,  Hamilton,  Ont. ;  Miss 
Leona  Le  Blanc,  River  Hebert, 
N.S.;  E.  Neum,  Ottawa,  Ont., 
and  "Mildred." 


CAN  I  GIVE? 

Can.  I  give 

To  ease  some  pain? 

The  anxious  heart 

To  give  it  peace  again  .' 

Can  I  give  to  God 

Until  I.  too. 

Feel  pain  in  giving — 

A  gracious  penance 

For  my  sins  forgiven. 

A  penance  given  to  God  in 

gratitude 
To  cover  all  my  sins  ? 
'Tis  but  charity 
To  give, 

Because  I  love  God's  chil- 
dren. 
To  give 

Because  I  hope  for  sins 
forgiven. 

— Vernon  E.  Tossell. 


HAVE  YOU 
DIME 
SAVER? 


"BUSINESS  AS  USUAL." 

No  matter  what  conditions 
prevail  in  the  financial  world, 
the  business  of  charity  must  go 
on  as  usual.  The  poor  we  will 
always  have  with  us,  even  more 
so  when  times  are  hard.  As  dur- 
ing the  war,  the  order  of  the  day 
is,  "carry  on."  Help  us,  there- 
fore, to  "carry  on"  in  the  mission 
fields  where  there  is  "more  busi- 
ness than  usual." 


"Whoever  has  received  from 
the  Divine  bounty  a  large  share 
of  blessings,  whether  they  be  ex- 
ternal and  corporal  or  gifts  of 
the  mind,  has  received  them  for 
the  purpose  of  using  them  for 
perfecting  his  own  nature,  and 
at  the  same  time,  that  he  may 
employ  them,  as  the  minister  of 
God's  Providence,  for  the  benefit 
of  others.  'He  that  hath  abund- 
ance.' says  St.  Gregory  the 
Great,,  'let  him  arouse  himself  to 
mercv  and  generositv.'  " 


ANOTHER  "(  AMINO  REAL"  FOR 
LIBERIA. 

(Continued  from  Page  11.) 

along  the  whole  coast  of  Liberia, 
with  only  six  or  seven  hours'  walk 
between  any  two  stations.  We  aim 
at  doing  the  same  throughout  the 
whole  country,  and  had  we  enough 
money  to  pay  catechists.  the  coun- 
try would  be  ours  in  a  few  years." 
— Mission  News. 


HE  LIVES  MOST  WHO  LIVES  FOR  OTHERS. 


HERE  IS  YOUR  OPPORTUNITY  FOR 
BETTER  ACQUAINTANCE 

WITH  THE 


ILLUSTRATED  LECTURES 

Describing  the  Missionary  Wor\  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  throughout  Canada 

WILL  BE  GIVEN  FREE 

To  Sodalities 
Catholic  Women's  League  Subdivisions 
Parishes  —  C.C.S.M.C.  Units 
Schools  and  Colleges 


IF  YOU  WISH  TO  AVAIL  YOURSELF  OF  THIS  OFFER,  APPLY  TO — 
REVEREND  SISTER  SUPERIOR 

2  WELLESLEY  PLACE 
TORONTO  ONTARIO 


"7  hair  come  to  serve' 


titers,  of  i5>ert)tce 


^■p'HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
ilL  home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate — 60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 


Halifax,  N.S  Port  Work 

Quebec,  Que   Port  Work 

Montreal,  Que  Hostel 

Ottawa,  Ont  Hostel 

Toronto,  Ont  Hostel 

Toronto,  Ont  Settlement  House 

"Winnipeg,  Man  Hostel 

Correspondence  is  Invited 


Camp  Morton.  Man  2  Schools 

Edmonton,  Alta  Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton.  Alta  Hostel 

Vilna,  Alta  Hospital 

Edson,  Alta  .  «-  Hospital 

St.  Brides,  Alta:  School 

Vancouver,  B.C  Hostel 


